SEEING THE POLIGEMAN. 
ÕTHESCAR EET TEMPTRESS 
“TURNED AND FLED? 


NEw! Magnetic Tip — Ruled Edge 
SEWING SCISSORS oS 


AT SMASHING LOW PRICE! 


Three different size pairs of the most unusual, new 
kind of sewing scissors on the market tod; at a 
price you'd expect to pay for just one pair of other high- 
quality seissors! No. 1 is full size 7-inch bent trimmer, 
clip point dressmaking scissors. Cuts fabrics easily, 
quickly. No. 2 is 5-inch double-point sewing scissors 
for all fabries. No. 3 is 4-inch embroidery scissors, 
needle-sharp for cutting varns, threads, loose ends. $ 98 
T-ineh and 5-inch scissors have new ruled edge blade 1 
feature for accurate cutting! Now you can measure 

while you sew! All three have amazing, new magnetic tips . . 
pick up pins and needles! All of long-wearing scissors steel, 
and hand-ground, plated in gleaming nickel. Individually hand- 
sharpened and hand-polished ! 


FREE! MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 
Big spool of | Use these scissors at home for ONE 
TS s FULL WEEK! If not Satisfied, return for 


WHIT sew- 
kas ASA! money back! (Keep free gift regardless.) 


sd 


DOT SNAPPER KIT 


Laundry proof: easy to attach at home 
No sewing attaching tool included 
ideal for children's wear. shirts. dresses 
ete,! Kit complete with snappers 
Refills, 25¢ 


All three scissors have 
magnetic tips. 7-inch 
and S-inch scissors have 
blades marked like a 
ruler! 


Other scissors cost $2.95 and more These 
are the FIRST real low price quality scis- 
sors! Quality made! 234” blades, ample 
for any size buttonholes! Handy set screw 
regulates length of cut!  Steel-forged 
brightly plated! „Amazing bargain! 


PINKING 
SHEARS 


uw’ SEAM-APART 


SEWING MACHINE ATTACHMENT 


Instead of $7 


just like ordinary scissors, but cut a contin 

uous pinked non-ravel edge easily, quickly 

and neatly. You cut and p in one 
AS FAST AS YOUR operation —save time and mon B 


precision ground of high-quality ste 


MORE BIG BARGAINS! 


MACHINE CAN RUN! 


Save hours of hand- 
ripping, eliminate 
danger of cut fingers! 


SEAM-APART Metal Sowing Gauge 29¢ 
takes out amy machine stitch- 2 2 
ing easily, quickly — on hem Plastic Rack for 12 spools 39c 
binding, Frenchseam. flat seam, ; NT care K 
aata ooi | GET EVEN HEMLINES NOW! MAKE YOUR OWN MED Re T 
machine. and the seam is ripped apart warn both sides oe 
cleanly — tike magic! “Amazingly simple | mus SKIRT MARKER COVERED BUTTONS 20 morte safety Pins 9c 
2 Pi < 5 eed a help to get It's easy-a fies ake = P 
SEAM-APART! So simple a child can d You don't need any ts easy and inexpensive to make your a - Needle rene ai 
AS oT ir TS even hemlines when you use this own covered buttons with this complete Handy Needle Threader 4c 
ee on See Gate handy Skirt Marker! Just stand = button-maker kit! Buttons are washable Stocking Run Mender 9¢ 
Only 79c instead of 9xc others charge 13306 eking 


and can be laundered with the ga à 
Buttons made of lightweight metal —witl Handy Sewing Kit, for purse 19c 
not rust! Match your dresses. blouses. 


on the base and snap the string 


è Needle 2 e 
PREE a edie, Eader ae You get an even, professional hem- 


quality steel needles! 


line following this accurate mark- suits, jackets, ete! 3 sizes Small ( Pattern Perforator 69c 
ing! All metal, sturdy! Easily $150: Medium (247) $1 95. Large (1! a i 
$2.25. Pailor Tacker 98c 


BUTTONHOLE MAKER, Tii 
HEMSTITCHER and M YOU CAN MAKE LOVELY 
RUG BRAIDER PUNCH NEEDLE ART 


naat i Complete Set of 
ART 
All 3 for 8 NEEDLES 


Amazing bargain! 
Makes buttonholes, sews on \ 
butto! ppers. darns hosiery Complete assortment 
quilts. ete. Hemstitcher does of 5 different-size Art 
inlaid circular, two-piece. criss- Needles for only 986! Æ 
cross; hemstitching for pleats Needles have adjust- 


tucking, smocking. and pic able gauges. Now you] ASSORTED (H 
ing! Both fit any sewing ma- can easily and quickly] §IZES 
chine! Rug braider uses an: make beautiful art 


material. Bri 


USE THIS HANDY COUPON 


L&M COMPANY, Dept 1594A 
510 St. Charles, St. Louis, Mo. 


Please rush me the items listed below. (Use sep- 
arate sheet of paper if yon prefer.) 1 understand 
that if I am not satisfied 1 may return the mer- 
chandise for full and prompt refund 


[7 Remittance enclosed. Send postpaid 
{J send C.O.D. PI pay mailman cost plus postal charges 


needle work for pillow tops, dresser scarfs 


evenly. perf 


ple instructions included! Y. bedspreads, handbags! Needles make 
may pay others $1.00 EACH French knots, small loops, plush, velvet 
for thes our price only 98c angora effects! Instructions included! 
for all THREE ! Lovely Transfer Pattern,“ HOME, 
HOME.” Others charge $1 00 

needle. 
NAME 
L & M CO., Dept. EN ADDR 


With order of $2.00 or 


aasa crcl 510 St. Charles, St. Louis, Mo. CITY 
SocooooDpOoO Sooo?) 


STATE 


INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE TRAINED MEN HOLD 
1085 IN OVER 800 IDENTIFICATION BUREAUS 


For over 33 years, the Institute of Applied Science 
has specialized in teaching scientific crime detection— 
a continuous, unbroken record of success. The Insti- 
tute of Applied Science is a member of the Illinois 
State Chamber of Commerce, the Chicago Associa- 
tion of Commerce and Industry and the National 
Home Study Council. It is pledged to highest pro- 
fessional standards —known in police departments 
throughout the world. 


EASY, LOW-COST INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
HOME STUDY PLAN 


If you can qualify, Institute of Applied Science will 
teach you finger printing, firearms identification, po- 
lice photography and criminal investigation by easy, 
low-cost home study lessons. Find out today about 
this training plan. No obligation. No salesman will 
call. See if you can qualify for Institute of Applied 
Science training in this exciting, well-paying profes- 
sion—with security in good times or bad. Mail coupon 
today for 


FREE QUALIFICATION QUESTIONNAIRE 


BEST TRUE FACT DETECTIVE 


1.A.S. TRAINING 
TIPS. THE SCALES 


START TRAINING TODAY AS 
A CRIMINAL INVESTIGATOR 
AND FINGER PRINT EXPERT 


Which man are you? Which man will you be 10 years from 
today? Will you be trained, successful, happy—or untrained, 
broke, a failure? It’s brain—not brawn—that counts these 
days. The choice is yours. See coupon below for details. 


HERE’S EXCITING WORK 

Find out today, free of charge, if you can qualify for training 
in this fascinating profession. Criminal investigation and 
finger printing are rich in action, thrills, excitement... rich 
in personal satisfaction. Find out today if you've got what 
it takes to match wits, skill and daring with leaders of the 
underworld. You can train at home for this steady, good- 
paying, adventurous occupation. Mail the coupon for free 
Institute of Applied Science qualification questionnaire. No 
salesman will call on you. 


HAVE YOU GOT WHAT IT TAKES? 


MAIL THE COUPON AND FIND OUT 


INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE . 
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 5259 Chicago 40, Ill. 


Gentlemen: Without obligation or expense on my part, send me your 
qualification questionnaire. I understand- that upon receipt of my an- 
swers, if you think they indicate that I have a chance to succeed in 
criminal investigation and finger print work, you will send me FREE 
the “Blue Book of Crime" and information on your course and the 800 
American identification bureaus employing your students or graduates. 


Name. 


Address. — RFD or Zone. 


cl 


City. State. Age. 
ee ad 


| THRILLING CASES FROM POLICE FILES! 


Best Thue Fact 


DETECTIVE 


SEX-STARVED WOMEN ARE COFFIN BAIT! 10 


Forty times the conniving monster walked to the altar—and almost as many 
times he escorted a lovely bride to her grave! 


CRIMSON CRIMES OF THE LUSTFUL LADIES! 14 


Out of the sewers of the red light district a sordid tale of a broken-down 
harlot and her robbing, murdering gigolo lover was dredged up by the sheer 
brilliance of the police! 


WHY THE GOOD WIFE LEFT HOME! 18 


The bloody mermaid rose from’ the sea to challenge her killer's right to kill! 


SCARLET SINS OF THE VICE LORDS OF PARIS! 22 
The gals thought they were headed for a bed of roses when they became molls 
and mistresses of the Bonnot gang. ° . . But they suffered the tortures of the 
damned! . . . They were prisoners of love! 


PASSION BLAZED A TRAIL FOR MURDER! 28 


When a man gets involved in a web of illicit loves—too often he finds murder 


is the only way out of an embarrassing situation! 


THE THRILL-SEEKING BEAUTY DANCED WITH DEATH! 31 


Big city lights, catchy dance music, the promise of romance, glamour and tinsel 
—all these lured the thrill-seeking beauty to a bloody death! 


WHEN WIFE AND MISTRESS MEET! 34 
He was a fool to think he could keep them apart—to think that their paths 
would never meet. He was a fool not to foresee that there would be hell to pay! 


HE SANG A HYMN OF HATE! 39 


Hard luck set up headquarters in the Clark home. First it was visited by poverty; 
then death paid a call. . . . And soon after, arson and murder knocked at his 
front door! 


aS 


CAN BULLETS VOTE BETTER THAN BALLOTS? 6 


Do guns win more votes than speeches? 


THE AMATEUR DETECTIVE WAS A PROFESSIONAL 
KILLER! 8 


A little oily flattery on the killer's trail made him slip into the waiting arms 
of the law! 


CRIME ON HIS HANDS! 41 


Blood money stains a killer's hands—and that stain can never be washed out. 
. . . Sooner or later, it will turn and betray him! 


BEST TRUE FACT DETECTIVE is published bi-monthly by NEWSBOOK PUBLISHING CORP. Editorial and 
business offices are at 114 East 32nd Street, New York 16, N. Y., U.S.A. Reentered as second class 
matter June 24, 1948 at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the act of March 3, 1879. Entire con- 
tents copyrighted, 1949, by Newsbook Publishing Corp., Vol. 6, No. 3, January-February, 1950. Single 
copies 25c; yearly subscription $1.50; Canadian subscription $2.00. The editors and publishers will assume 
no responsibility for unsolicited manuscripts and photographs. If return of manuscripts photographs 
is desired, a stamped, self-addressed envelope must be enclosed. All rights reserved. Printed in U.S.A 


THE MOST Sensational Doll Creation IN HISTORY 


@TRADEMARK COPYRIGHTED 


Beautiful — Gorgeously Dressed 


YOUR CHOICE OF THESE 


ME-MI-SELF DOLLS! 


DE LUXE DOLLS SUPER DE LUXE 


14° Doll $4.95 “REAL-SKIN'' DOLLS 
16° Doll 6.95 14° Doll $5.95 
18° Doll 8.95 19° Doll 9.95 


(To have any of the above dolls with face repro- 
duced in life-like colors by expert professional 
artists, add $1.00 extra.) 


SEND ONLY}1_ Here's all you do to get your ME-MI-SELF 


DOLL! 1. Send front view, full-face photo at least 4” x 6° of child 
whose face you want reproduced on doll. Do not send snapshots or 
profile views. 2. Print your name and address and also color of hair. 
eyes and other information if you want the life-like colors doll on 
back of your photo. Please print lightly! State whether boy or girl. 
3. Fill out coupon at right, mail with photo, data sheet, and $1.00. 
Photo will be returned unhagmed. In about 2 weeks you'l! receive 
the doll. Simply pay mailman cost plus postage less your $1.00 


deposit. You'll be delighted! 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! 


Satisfaction guaranteed or your money refunded. 


TRU-LIFE KEEPSAKES 


101-m 1192 Third Avenve e Mew York 71 j 


BEST TRUE FACT DETECTIVE 


A DOLL with a FACE 
That LOOKS 
EXACTLY like YOUR 


VERY OWN CHILD! 


face of Doll is Reproduceg Fro 
e Photo of Your Bo 


sbi Your 


vorit 
Ee or Gir 


An original ME-MI-SELF DOLL is the most precious, life-like 
keepsake of your child you can own! Through a revolutionary 
new process which was featured in nationally famous magazines 
such as LIFE, TIME. HOUSE BEAUTIFUL. and PARENTS, 
we photographically reproduce the exact likeness of your child on 
the face of a beautiful doll! With our secret process of reproducing 
the photo on finest fabric, we give the face a third dimensional 
effect that is truly amazing! This is the same ME-MI-SELF 
DOLL that has been selling nationally for as high as $14.95! 


CAPTURES CHILD’S BELOVED FEATURES FOR LIFE! 


Look at your child—then imagine a beautiful, gorgeously dressed doll that looks exactly 
like your boy or girl! Those treasured features are there for life in a ME-MI-SELF 
DOLL! They are fade-proof and permanent! The face can be wiped clean with a 
damp cloth. We feature TWO kinds of dolls: (1) De Luxe Doll's body made from a 
special, durable material which is washable. Removable clothing— De Luxe dress (suit 
for boy) made from finest, most expensive materials. (2) Super De Luxe *Real-Skin™ 
Doll has body made of miracle latex rubber that's soft, smooth, like a real baby's skin! 
Has fingers and toes, movable arms and legs! Removable clothing, shoes and socks, 
lovely lace-trimmed dress, beautiful, finely-worked, lace-trimmed bonnet! Super 
De Luxe Doll also “coos” when you hold her—just like real life! Easy to clean, too. 
just wipe with a damp cloth! Dolls are designed and dressed to approximate your 
child's age; boy or girl. Now you can capture the precious features you love, for years 
of enjoyment! A truly lovely gift for child, family, relatives, and personal friends! 


TRU-LIFE KEEPSAKES, Dept.101-m +192 Third Ave. 
New York 21, N. Y. 

I am enclosing a photo of the required size and $1.00 as deposit 
Please send me a ME-MI-SELF DOLL as advertised. I'll pay 
mailman the balance plus postal charges when the doll is deliv- 
ered. (If you send cash in full with order, your doll will be sent 


postpaid.) 
DE LUXE DOLLS SUPER DE LUXE 
D Boy Doll (J 14” Doll at $4.95 ““REAL-SKIN'' DOLLS 
(0 147 Doll at $5.95 


J Girl Doll [16° Doll at $6.95 
$ © 18° Doll at $8.95 O 19° Doll at $9.95 


(I want the doll I have checked in natural colors at $1.00 
extra. I have listed color of hair, eyes, and other information 
and am enclosing this with the photograph. 

bs 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY 


STATE 


FEMALE 
~ BEAUTY 
pound the 


World 
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Strange & Secret 


Now you can travel round the world with the 
most daring adventurers. You can see with 
your own eyes the weirdest peopies on earth. You 
witness the strangest customs of the red, white, 
brown, black and yellow races. You attend their 
startling rites, their mysterious practices. They 
are all assembled for you in these five great vol- 
umes of the SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND. 


600 LARGE PAGES 


Here is the world’s Greatest Collection of Strange 
and Secret Photographs. Here are Exotic Photos 
from Europe, Primitive Photos from Africa, Tor- 
ture Photos from Asia, Femzle Photos from Oce- 
ania and America and hundreds of others. There 
are almost 600 LARGE PAGES of Camera Shots, 
each page 57 square inches in size. 


1,000 PHOTOS 


You sce actual courtship practiced in every qu rter of 
the world, You sce magic and mystery in quee lands 
where the foot ofa white man has rarely trod. You sec 
Oriental modes of marriage and femal 

dapan, India, etc. Th th 


Contents of 5-Volume Set 


Volume 1—The Secret Album of Africa 


5 PICTURE-PACKED VOLUMES 


The SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND consists of five 
pieture-pacl l for conve- 
nient reading). Dip into any one of these volumes. and 
you turn is pages, you will find it difficult to tear your 


Specimen Photos 


Various Secret Societ 


SEND NO MONEY 


Simply sign and mail the coupon. Remember, each pe 
5 Volumes is 91⁄4 inches puga, opened over 8 coon 
taan ales" e ja 
E TS en 
Se Seite Gea, 

ihe et tal End Face ia Meas sed ae oigh I 


For THE COMPLETE 
VOLUME SET 
Bouno TocETHER 


Best 2701 , Mew York 13, N. Y. 
n seenel Štuseum of Mankind’? 
tumex hound tageiheri. 1 will pay postman 
5 41.08. plus postage on arrival. If net delighted, I 
will return book in 3 days for full refund of 81.98. 


E 


H CHECK -HERE if you sre enclosing $1.96, 
C iing matting costa. Same Money-Back Guarantee. 
n A 


6 


ELECTION," BIG JOE 


FIGURED, "WHEN GUNS 
DO THE JOB SO MUCH 
QUICKER AND SURER?" 


T was a cold November 5, 1934. 
There had been a political rally 
in the little town of Kelayres, 
Pa., and a crowd of people came 

parading up the street, laughing, 
cheering, shouting, singing. The 
parade was the climax of a bitter 
state election campaign. The 
marchers would go to the polls on 
the morrow. 

But not all the paraders would 
Wolter gc. me 

A rifle volley split the air, and 
screams of pain came from some of 
the marchers as they dropped to 
the pavement, mortally wounded. 


VOTE BETTER 
THAN BALLOTS? 


WELCOME! -Tired 
and exhausted after his 
prison break, the mob 
welcomed Joe eagerly. 


(Specially poed by profes- 
sional models) 


By LEE KESSLER 


BULLETS 


The others rushed for shelter as 
another blast of rifle fire raked 
them. 

In a few minutes, the street was 
deserted except for the bodies of the 
dead and wounded. The latter tried 
to crawl to safety. One of them 
edged his way, inch by inch, into a 
near-by drugstore where he col- 
lapsed on the floor, dead. 

This strange and bloody incident 
filled the front pages of practically 
every newspaper, and became 
known as the “Keystone Massacre.” 

Three persons had died on the 
spot; two others died of their in- 
juries later; scores were seriously 
wounded. 

John J. “Big Joe” Bruno, before 
whose home the massacre had oc- 
curred, was arrested and put on 
trial for his life . 

Bruno maintained his innocence; 
in fact he claimed he was telephon- 
ing for help after the first blast of 
rifle-fire, despite the fact that the 
marchers were his political enemies. 

After a short trial, Big Joe was 
convicted. He was found guilty on 
three separate indictments for first 
degree murder and also on three 
separate indictments for second 
degree murder. He was awarded 
three life sentences. 

Big Joe’s relatives fared badly, 

(Continued on page 61) 
BEST TRUE FACT DETECTIVE 


PRESCRIBED BY DOCTORS TO 
STIMULATE YEARNING POWER WHICH © 
IS EVEN MORE IMPORTANT THAN EARNING POWER! 


Originally From $3. to $25. A Copy 
. AND NOT TO BE HAD AT BOOK STORES OR LIBRARIES! 


| LILA AND COLLETTE, A translation from 
* the French of the adventures of two charm- 
ing cocottes behind the little red lights of pre- 
war Paris. With those carefree Rahnghild draw- 
ings which decorated the $25 edition privately 
published under the title There Are Twenty 
Good Ways of Doing It. Now Only $1.98. 
2 PASQUERELLA AND MADONNA BAB- 
* ETTA. The strange lives of two violent and 
beautiful women against the soft, alluring back- 
ground of the freedom and abandon of the 
Renaissance, and attributed to Boccaccio. The 
Fabio Fabbi illustrations make this edition even 


more glamorous than the $7.50 one from which 
the text is reproduced. Now Only $1.98. 


TWINS OF NUREMBERG, A story of two 

* Siamese twins (their bodies joined to 
each other) and the men who courted each 
separately, but had to live with both at the 
same time. Almost 700 pages of the most ex- 
citing reading of your life. Reduced to $2.98. 


TWO LESSONS IN LOVE. The story of a 

* man who pretends to be deaf, and hears 

from the lips of his wife and his daughter in- 

side stuff about their private lives which a 

whole detective agency would never be able to 
discover for him, Reduced to $1.98. 


DREAM MATES. Two strangers, a man and 

* a woman, meet on a railway station an 
hour before dawn. He helps her with her lug- 
gage to a hotel, and they pass on into a series 
of adventures of almost incredible cruelty and 
tenderness. Reduced to $2.98. 


You may rv all Wine Books for 


Only $20 


Oasis Limited 


ORDER IMMEDIATELY! 


BEST TRUE FACT DETECTIVE 


RED CANVAS. An American correspond- 
ent has left his young, beautiful wife in 
Paris while the city was still in the hands of 
the Germans. The carefree brutality of love in 
wartime is the background of this breathless 
story of a city whose men could fight the ene- 
my and whose women were forced to comfort 


him. Only $1.98, 
7j SHANGHAI HONEYMOON. Two beovti- 
* ful white women, mother and daughter, 
match their femininity against the wiles of the 
greedy little merchants of the Far East. You 
may imagine for yourself what happens, but 
you can never imagine the conversations which 
only that darling of the Parisiennes, Maurice 
Dekobra, can provide. Only $2.98. 


MEN AGAINST MADNESS. Dr. Lowell 
Selling's case-book of men and women in 
jove—tathers ranged against daughters and 
mothers against their sons, in a melee of fatal, 
incomprehensible attractions. As exciting to the 
senses as it is horrifying to the mind, but it's 
all real none the less. Only $2.98. 


BUMARAP, Samuel Roth's account of a 
* passionate young revolutionist who dreams 
his way from a park bench on Columbus Circle 
to a famous house on Madison Avenue. How 
he got his name, stumbled into the apartment 
of a red-headed young Countess, and spent 
thirty-six hours in the most wonderful bed he 
had ever seen are matters you will chuckle over 
for many a happy hour. Delightfully illus- 
trated, Reduced to $1.98. 


ORDER 

BY 
e 

NUMBER 


PERSONAL SERVICE, Dept. WI 
Gentlemen: 


1 enclose... 


please me. 
iy S23 3 4 
NAME 


NO. and STREET 


O Send C.O.D. | enclose $) 


218 Fulton St., New York 7, N. Y. : 


„for book (s) whose number (s) | check 


below. | moy. "return. “for full credit what does not altogether 


5 6 7 8 9 


O Let me hove the 9 books for $20 


es binder. 


ENTERTAINMENT | THE AMATEUR 
ae you kett | DETECTIVE WAS 
A PROFESSIONAL 


KILLER! 


The whirlwind romance be- 
tween Ham and the lovely 
young thing ended in mar- 
riage — and that, in failurel 
x raei posed by professional 


ow—you may obtain one of the world's 

rare pleasures for your own private 

collection’ After being banned for 
many years by censorship, “THE DECA- 
MERON” is now again available in a com- 
plete, unabridged. unexpurgated edition. 
Nothing is too intimate . , . nothing taboo 
to the uninhibited pen of Boccaccio. Any- 
thing and everything goes in this master- 
piece of mirth and spice. Beautifully bound. 
Contains over 500 pages, including many 
full-page, revealing illustrations. de- 
lightful treasure of entertainment will help 
you enjoy life . . . make you glad you are 
alive. You'll never stop thrilling to it! 
Examine the DECAMERON 10 days FREE 
—Enjoy every one of its intimate, revealing 
pages. If you're not absolutely delighted, 
return the book for prompt refund. But 


Rand—order your copy now! aa o O By CARL BATES 


NCLE Ham had been dead Ham during all the weeks which the 
for forty days when they medical examiner said must have 
found him, lying murdered intervened between the slaying and 
in the kitchen of his little the discovery of his body. 

pr AG apartment on Market Street in Police were not puzzled by Uncle 
MAIL COUPON — SENT ON APPROVAL Portsmouth, New Hampshire. No- Ham's lack of visitors, for his nick- 
body, apparently, had missed Uncle (Continued on page 58) 


STRAVON PUBLISHERS, Dept. 8-281 
113 West 57th St., New York 19, N. Y. 


Send THE DECAMERON yeaa ea in 
Rot absolutely, delighted. 1 may return book for i A LITTLE OILY FLATTERY, APPLIED AT THE RIGHT TIME 


() Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman only $2.98 


To neee aaa OO IN THE RIGHT PLACE ON THE KILLER'S TRAIL, 


õi aera oe MADE HIM SLIP INTO THE WAITING 
Address... 


ee ARMS OF THE LAW! 
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Mawelous 


MAGNETIC RULED 
TIP EDGE 


SEWING SCISSORS 
AT Smashing LOW PRICE 


Biggest Scissors Bargain sensation 
of the year! Think of it! THREE 
DIFFERENT size pairs of the most 
unusual, new kind of sewing scissors 
on the market today not to be 
compared with ordinary sewing scis- 
sors at a smashing low price you'd 
expect to pay for just ome pair o: 
other high quality scissors! 

No. 1, ONE full-size 7-inch trimmer, clip 
point dressmaking scissors. Cuts fabrics 
easily, quickly. Scientifically bent handle 
reduces lifting of materials; No. 2, ONE 
S-inch double point sewing scissors for 
all fabrics: No. 3, ONE 4-inch embroi- 
dery scissors. Needle-sharp for cutting 
yarns. threads and loose ends. 7-inch 
and 5 inch Scissors have new ruled edge 
blade feature for accurate cutting. All 
3 of these scissors have amazing, new 
magnetic tips easily, quickly 
pick up pins and needles 

ALL three Scissors made of spe- 
cial long-wearing scissors steel. 
Forged and hand-ground by ex- 
‘pert cutlers. Plated in gleaming 
nickel. Individually hand sharp- 
ened and hand polished. Pre- 
tested for sharpness and casy 
cutting. Order NOW! 


FREE! 
SENSATIONAL 
SEAM RIPPER 


Amazing new invention rips 
all seams easily, quickly 

Ready for instant use. Not 
necessary to attach to sew- 
ing machine; therefore does 
not require complicated ad- 
justments or attachments. 


SEND NO MONEY! 


Just mail coupon below. Pay mail- 
man cost plus postal charges. Or, 
send remittance with order, and WE 
pay postage. You make an extra 
saving by sending money with order! 


L & M COMPANY 


FORGED STEEL 


GUARANTEE 


Use these scissors at home 
for ONE FULL WEEK! 
If not satisfied, return for 
money packi E Free 


DEPT. 
147-A 


510 ST..CHARLES, ST. LOUIS, MO.. 
MAIL COUPON TODAY 


L & M COMPANY, Dept. 147-A 
510 St. Charles, St. Louis. Mo. 


Please rush 
or 3 pairs for $1.98. 


pairs Sewing Scissors priced at 79c each 


Ü Remittance enclosed. Send postpaid. 


O Send C.O.D. I will pay mailman cost plus postal charges. 
Check Scissors you want: O 1: O 2: O 3: D all three. 
NAME 

ADDRESS 


CITY 
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MAKE TREMENDOUS 
SAVINGS ON FINEST QUALITY 
NEW BUTTONS! 


WE'VE GOT MILLIONS OF THEM |= 
ALL SIZES, COLORS and DESIGNS 


Why pay up to 50c to a dollar or MORE for ONE card of a FEW 
buttons, when NOW on this amazing offer you can get hun- 
dreds of beautiful, expensive-guality buttons of all kinds for only 
$1.00! ALL NEW and usable. NO culls. Numerous COMPLETE 
SETS included. Take your choice of the tremendous money-saving 
offers listed below and order TODAY! 

‘I 


1000 NEW BUTTONS 
a | 


Biggest offer of its kind! 1000 buttons for every sewing 


need. All kinds in all sizes and colors. Many COM- 
PLETE SETS included. All NEW and usable. Offer No.1 


400 Deluxe Quality Buttons 


Beautiful, expensive-quality. aay metal, jewel and 
other types for your dresses, blouses, jackets, suits and 
other fine garments. Many COMPLETE SETS of 6 to 
12 matching buttons included. ALL NEW! Offer No. 2 


200 All Metal & Metalized Buttons 


Fine quality quarter ball buttons to add attractive, lovely 
new beauty to your suits, jackets, blouses, and other fine 
garments. Many styles, sizes and colors. Numerous com- 
plete sets included. All new, all usable. Offer No. 3 


Pearl Assortment . .. 200 Buttons for $1 


All-purpose Domestic Peari buttons of finest quality. All 

new and usable including many tomplete sets. Various 

ee andide designs. Just the thing for blouses, jackets, etc. 
ler o. 


Assortment for Pants, Shirts, Etc. 


You'll find many, many all-around uses for these assorted 
buttons. 250 for pants, shirts, slacks. overalls. work 
shirts, underwear and other garments. Offer No. 5 


300 Covered Buttons Only 


Beautiful, expensive quality buttons covered with mate- 
rial left over from finest dress manufacturers. All types 
materials. All NEW buttons including many complete 
sets of all sizes and colors. Offer No. 6 


2 E E E E! | BUCKLES ang 


BUTTONHOLE 

MAKER 
FREE —to anyone. Assortment of lovely Buckles 
with $1 order. Or, Buckles and also Buttonhole 
Maker invention with order of $2 or more. 


SEND NO MONEY! 
Just mail coupon. Pay mailman cost plus postal 
charges. Or, send remittance with order and WE 
pay postage. You make an extra saving by sending 
money with order! 


BUTTON MART DEPT. 147-A 
510 ST. CHARLES, ST. LOUIS 1, MO. 


SAVE MONEY! Mal/ Coupon Toda, 


BUTTON MART, Dept. 147-A 
510 St. Charles, St. Louis, Missouri 


Test at Our Risk 12 


If not satisfied, D 
return buttons 
for money back. 
(Keep Free gilts4) 
, Banis ) 


Please rush buttons checked below 
D Remittance enclosed. Send postpaid 


O sens con 
O No. 1 
NAME 


1 will pay mailman cost plus postal charges 


ON 2 OO No 3 (No 4 ONo 5 ONo 6 


ADDRESS 


CITY STATE 


By PETER BECKETT 


F it were not for desperate wo- 
men in the world, there would 
be no tales of Bluebeards. And 
by desperate women I do not 

mean those who satisfy their emo- 
tions by murdering some rival. 1 


The main base of operations of the marrying monster was 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS. 


FRAUD! — Hoch pur ona 


THE VILLAIN PREYED ON THE VAST ARMY OF ee A i +7 ST saia iiv sl d 


fake—a cover-up for murder! 


LONELY, DESPERATE, LOVE- HUNGRY WOMEN WHO JD a 0! EE E AA 


EMBRACE, HIS FLATTERY, HIS COMPANIONSHIP mae 


FOR THIS THEY ARE WILLING TO GIVE THEIR | 
HEARTS, THEIR SOULS, THEIR WEALTH — 


AND THEIR UNHAPPY LIVES! 


mean those poor souls who are 
starved for masculine affection. 
Those wall flowers in the gay ball- 
room of life who sit by and watch 
younger and more attractive wo- 
men carry off the prizes. I mean 
the left-overs in the matrimonial 
market 

As years go on, and they see 
themselves grow older, and more 
remote from the goal of their fan- 
cies, they clutch desperately at the 
man who can give them compan- 
ionship, who can even persuade 
them that they are charming. They 
are willing to pay for this, to give 
their money, and, in some instances, 
their lives. 

These women are the ready prey 
of such monsters as Landru, de 
Jong, Pel, and Johann Hoch, the 
German killer of Chicago. 

One cold January day in 1905, 
a neatly dressed, middle-aged wo- 
man came timidly into a New York 
precinct station. 

“Can I speak to someone?” 

“You can that. Whats the trou- 
ble, lady?” 

“T have a man over to my house.” 

The desk sergeant smothered a 
smile. 

“Nothing unusual in that, lady. 
Husband, eh? What’s he been do- 
ing, beating you up?” 

“Oh, no, indeed.'He's a roomer.” 

“Making trouble for you? How 
much does he owe you?” 

“He doesn't owe me anything 
You see, officer, I was looking at the 


paper last night, this paper she 
held it up—‘‘and I saw this man’s 
face. Well, it’s the man’s face, but. 
it ain’t the same name.” 
The sergeant reached out a 
leisurely hand for the paper 
“Holy smoke! John Hoch. Now 
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FORTY TIMES THE CONNIVING MONSTER WALKED TO THE ALTAR... AN 


S MANY TIMES — HE 


ESCORTED A 


MOST 


OVELY BRIDE TO HER GRAVE! 


ady, let me get this straight. You 
say you've got a man living in your 
house that looks like this sguare- 
head. Is that right?” 

“Yes.” 

“And you think he’s John Hoch, 
the Chicago bigamist that’s wanted 
by the police? What does he call 
himself?” 

“Henry Bartells.” 

“Can you describe him, lady?” 

“Well, he's middle size, stocky- 
like, German, black hair and a 
mustache, black eyes.” 

“Hum-that might be him. Any- 
thing else you can tell about him?” 

The caller hesitated. 

“Well, I been reading about 
Hoch and the way he acted with 
women, and would you believe it— 
well, I rented him a room—he paid 
me the money right down, and I 
left him. I was peeling some pota- 
toes in the kitchen about twenty 
minutes after, and I heard some 
one give a cough. There was Mr. 
Bartells. He said could he trouble 
me for a glass of water, and I gave 
him one. So he got to talking, and 
I said I was a widow and he said 
it was a lonely life for a woman like 
me—that—that had so much charm 
—and he hated to see me spoiling my 
fingers, and could he help peel. Well, 
I didn’t know how to act. He might 
take offense and leave. So I let him 
peel. And next day, he says will I 
marry him. So I got to thinking this 
was just the way Hoch got them 
poor women and—” 

“The chap is a quick worker. It 
looks like him, lady. Now, your 
name and address.” 

“Mrs. Catherine Kimmerle, 546 
West Forty-Seventh Street.” 

“All right, Mrs. Kimmerle, you go 
right home, and a couple of the boys 
will follow. You let them in, and 
they'll do the rest,” 

They found Hoch in his room. He 
stared at them with narrowed eyes. 

“This is a private room,” he 
snarled. 

“That's all right, Hoch, we're here 
on business. You're Johann Hoch, 
last known address Chicago.” 

“Sure. What's the trouble?” 

“Just a minute. What made you 
beat it out of Chicago in such a 
hurry?” 

“Oh, that—I had some trouble with 
my sister-in-law.” 

“What about all these women on 
your trail?” 

“I flatter them a little, that's all.” 

“And they hand you every cent 
they have in the world.” 

“Business.” 

“Well, you've done one piece of 
business that'll take a lot of explain- 
ing, Hoch.” 

“What?” 
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“Feeding arsenic to your second 
last wife, Marie Walcker Hoch.” 

“You are a lot of fools—fools.” 

“Easy, Hoch. That don't get you 
anywhere. Here gimme that foun- 
tain pen sticking out of your pocket, 
I left my own home. No ink—what 
the—say, what you got inside, Hoch? 
What's this powder? By God, I 
wouldn't wonder but it was arsenic. 
Come along now, and we'll give 
you a nice little room and bath at 
headguarters.” 

The contents of the fountain pen, 
it was soon disclosed, were fifty- 
eight grains of arsenic. 

Questioned, Hoch swore it was 
tooth powder. When confronted with 
the analysis, he said: 

“Ach, yes. It is arsenic. I bought 
it so I could commit suicide.” 

“Where did you buy it?” 

Hoch gave the name and address 
of a New York drug store where he 
said he had bought both pen and 
poison salt. This was denied at 
the drug store. The arsenic had 
been bought, in all probability, in 
Chicago, and used in his killing. 

So back to Chicago Hoch was 
transported, where Inspector George 
Shippy gathered together some facts 
of the prisoner’s history. 

And here it may be said that per- 
haps half of it was never told, for 
the simple reason that there were 
intervals in his life which could not 
be filled in. Had Hoch been tried in 
Germany, the police system there 
could have furnished a record of the 
man’s past, but he had come to 
America, apparently about 1881, 
leaving a wife in his fatherland. 

But what was set down in suf- 
ficient confirmation of.the story dis- 
closed a career of blackguard vil- 
lainy and callousness. 

< oroa 

OCH was a good talker in a 

crude way. There was nothing 
polished in his manners or mode of 
speech. He slipped up in his Eng- 
lish and had a decided German ac- 
cent. He was no beauty, and his 
grossness would have revolted most 
women, but he found his~ prey 
among those desperate souls who 
wanted a male and a home. 

Hoch worked rapidly. His love- 
making was blind flattery, and the 
exercise of that hypnotic power 
which goes with the Bluebeard type 
of killer. He knew. just when to 
close the deal and force the dazzled 
woman to sign on the dotted line. 
She must give him her money as a 
temporary loan, he always said, his 
own money being tied up at the 
time. Once the money had passed 
into his hands, he was off and away. 

If the cash were not forthcoming 
on the strength of a promise to mar- 


ry, Hoch went through a marriage 
ceremony and fled as soon as he 
was able. 

And if the bride seemed of too 
determined a nature to forgive and 
forget her betrayal and desertion. 
Hoch saw to it that he became a 
widower and a free agent once more. 

When he was arrested, Hoch was 
going on fifty, and had been many 
things in his lifetime—machinist, 
travelling salesman, and showman. 
He represented himself as employed 
by a well-known Chicago packing 
concern. 

It was whispered that the mon- 
ster's knowledge of poisons was as 
deep as that of the Borgias, who 
carried the art of getting rid of 
enemies to a high level of efficiency, 
but he, in reality, was about as 
skilled in the pharmacopeia of death 
as a rat exterminator. He knew that 
arsenic killed, and what the fatal 
dose was. As an arsenic dispenser he 
knew his business. 

Between the years 1881 and 1892, 
Hoch worked in the dark. There is 
some evidence of his having spent 
some time in the study of hypno- 
tism and following the carnivals, but 
what he was doing in the way of 
matrimonial ventures remains a 
mystery. It is reasonable to suppose 
that he did have some victims dur- 
ing that period, but if so, neither 
they nor their relatives came for- 
ward. at the trial. 

In 1892, this pied piper of Chicago 
started his ill-omened piping with 
its message of romance to which- 
ever* women would listen to the * 
music. 

Three lonely widows answered 
the call. Mrs. Mayer enjoyed her 
marital happiness only three weeks. 
Three weeks meant something dif- 
ferent to Hoch than to Elinor Glyn. 
To Hoch it meant a period of prep- 
aration for crime, the time in which 
his brides property could be trans- 
ferred to his keeping. 

Mrs. Mayer died in convulsions. 
No one seems to have thought much 
about the matter, or cared, and 
Hoch went on to another conguest 
—that of a Mrs. Irick, whose term of 
bliss was also short. 

We have been led to believe that 
a divine Providence directs the ends 
of justice, and that murder will out, 
but in Hoch's case there seems to 
be a flaw in the idea. For he went 
on marrying and killing. 

A Mrs. Hauck escaped death at 
the price of losing all her money, 
and a woman, unknown, who fell 
for the charmer in Chicago, prob- 
ably lived to thank her stars. 

* + * 


N 1895, Hoch began to make a 
business of what had so far been 
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a pastime. He inserted advertise- 
ments in German papers in various 
cities, stating his desire to meet la- 
dies of a more or less mature age 
and experience, with some proper- 
ty, for companionship and probably 
matrimony. 

Mrs. Martha Steinbucher saw this 
alluring advertisement and replied. 
Hoch went, saw and conguered, and 
within a few days there was a mar- 
riage. It lasted four months. At the 
end of this time, having made her 
will, the poor woman was taken 
sick and, as we know, betrayed 
every symptom of arsenic poisoning. 

Hoch was so assiduous in his at- 
tentions to the dying woman that 
when, in her agony, she cried out 
she was being poisoned, the neigh- 
bors merely thought she was deliri- 
ous. How could any one suspect the 
model husband? 

The profits on this transaction 
were four thousand dollars, and 
blithely Hoch went on to the next 
prospect. This was Mary Rankin, 
who was so foolish as to transfer 
her cash to her wooer before the 
wedding day, and so had to weep 
for the parting of the bridegroom 
the day of the ceremony. 

Simultaneously, the bigamist 
drew five hundred dollars apiece 
from two other brides. Miss An- 
drews had scarcely recovered from 
the emotion of the ceremony which 
made her a married woman when 
she was in hysterics. Two hours af- 
ter the preacher had pronounced 
them man and wife, Hoch was on 
his way. . 

Thinking there might be luck in 
the name Hoch, the matrimonial 
magician selected a woman of this 
name to share her fortune with him. 

The experiment was successful, 
for him, but not for her. A doctor 
wrote her death certificate with- 
in the month. 

The funeral procession was con- 
tinued with Mrs. Huss; net profit 
after three months: two thousand 
five hundred dollars; Mary Schultz, 
fate unknown: two thousand dol- 
lars. 


MRS. IRICK went 
the way of most of 
Hoch’s wives — to the 
grave! One of many! her devoted spouse. 


HOCH, the Chicago 


mobster. He had what 
it takes—so he took! 


San Francisco was tne next hap- 
py hunting ground. Here Hoch, af- 
ter a whirlwind wooing of three 
days, led Mrs. Barbara Brossert to 
the altar. This was September 22, 
1896. Two days later, the bride- 
groom was missing with $1,460. 

Hoch had not left the city, how- 
ever, but had gone to a boarding 
house on Turk Street. The land- 
lady, Mrs. Tannert, did not see her 
ideal man in him, and was making 
a comfortable living without any 
craving for romance, so that Hoch’s 
advances met with defeat. 

Hock took a train for Cincinnati, 
where he beguiled Clara Bartel to 
place her hand, in his, and her 
pocketbook, too. 

Three months saw the poor wo- 
man being carried out of her house 
on her last trip. And about this time 
the lady who had been Barbara 
Brossert died. She did not die of 
poison, but, incredible as it may 
seem, of grieving for the vanished 
lover. 

In Hamilton, Ohio, Miss Julia 
Dose, drew out seven hundred dol- 
lars for a wedding trip. Hoch, bride- 
groom, took the money and the trip 
alone. 

A trifling offense against the law 
checked Hoch's activities for a 
couple of years. He was sentenced 
to prison for selling of furniture 
on which there was a lien. It was 
unfortunate, for he had no need to 
make the extra money by this sale. 
He had just placed to his credit 
the proceeds of two other short- 
lived weddings. Mrs. Martha Harz- 
feld, and a Milwaukee widow who 
passed on after the usual three 
weeks and left close to $1,500. to 


-the sorrowing relict. 


When Hoch came out of jail, he 
had learned no moral lesson. In fact, 
he had spent the time improving 
his technique. 

In November, 1901, he married, 
robbed and deserted Anna Goehrke 
of Chicago. Mrs. Becker was his 
next bride, married in St. Louis. 
He gave her a longer spell of hap- 
piness; she did not die till a year 


MARIE WALKER 
died after a few ar- 
senic treatments from 


had elapsed. Sie was luckier than 
the rest! 

Enjoying his freedom for a little, 
Hoch did not again marry until Jan- 
uary, 1904. Mrs. Anna Hendrickson 
was the chosen one. She had five 
hundred dollars, which went the 
way of all cash on which Hoch cast 
his longing looks, and eighteen days 
saw the end of this romance. 

Once more the name of Hoch 
tempted the bearer of the name. 
Mrs. Lena Hoch of Milwaukee gave 
her hand and fortune of one thou- 
sand five hundred dollars to the 
gentleman from Chicago. In three 
weeks, again, Hoch was paying fun- 
eral expenses. 

You ask, as well you might, where 
were the police all this time? Did 
nobody suspect anything in these 
rapid marriages and funerals? Ap- 
parently not. Hoch was moving 
among stolid, home-loving, law- 
abiding people, who seldom find 
their names on the crime sheets. 
They accepted Hoch as one of them- 
selves, a nice man who had misfor- 
tunes with his wives. Such a nice 
man! 

In October of 1904, a German 
gentleman of the assumed name of 
John Schmidt, stepped up the aisle 
with Mrs. Caroline Streicher on his 
arm. This was in Philadelphia, 
where no one knew Johann Hoch, 
but he was taking no chances. 

Once more, the lure of freedom 
called Hoch from his married life, 
and with two hundred dollars, the 
profits of eleven days’ flattery, he 
headed for Chicago, registering at 
Mrs. Bower’s hotel. 

Hoch was living there when he 
went to the Chicago City Bank to 
negotiate the renting of a cottage. 
He said he was with Armour Co. 
As he appeared to be a responsible 
person, the cottage in Union Avenue 
was rented to him. 

A few days later, there appeared 
in the Chicago Abend Post, a Ger- 
man paper, an advertisement to this 
effect: 

Matrimonial — German, own 
(Continued on page 68) 
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MRS. MAYER, 
first of Hock's forty 
wives, died in convul- 
sions after three weeks. 


MARTHA 
STEINBUCHER 
cried on her deathbed 
that she was poisoned. 


MERCY — “stop it!“ Renee begged. “Stop! 
Fil give you anything you want!” But the mur- 
dering monster was beyond stopping by then! 
All used in this story were specially 


for BEST 
TRUE FACT DETECTIVE by professional jels. Photos by 
Gary Wagner. 


The heartless slaying of 
glamorous Renee Arbel took 


~ place in FRANCE. 


CRIMSON 
CRIMES 


OF THE LUSTFUL LADIES! 


By ERIC GORDON 


PASSION for play, and a play 

for passion seem to go hand 

in hand in warm, sunny 

climes, where skies are blue 
and winds comes wafting gently 
from the south. x 

And so on the shore of the Medi- 
terranean, at Monte Carlo, at Nice, 
wherever the glittering palaces of 
fickle chance rise among the palm 
trees and the perfumed shrubbery, 
there are always beautiful women 
to give a smiling, seductive wel- 
come to those few who come away 
from the green tables with wallets 
stuffed with thousand franc notes 
and a mood touched with generosity. 

And there also are the women 
who have once been beautiful and 
young, but are no longer young. 
The piteous army of those who once 
had the world at their feet, but are 
in retreat from their more success- 
ful rivals. 

On their faces is written the story 
of the last desperate struggle to 
ward off the mark of the years. They 
are massaged, made up with too 
little regard for the bright sunlight, 
still corseted as in their prime, 
mechanically coquettish in their 
movements, drawing their skirts 
tight so that the figure which they 
school so severely may be outlined, 
that they may show a glimpse of 
silk-clad calf, walking just a trifle 
lamely on too high heels, gesticulat- 
ing with manicured fingers covered 
with showy jewels of doubtful value, 


taxing tired brains with an effort to 
be gay, witty, as once they might 
have been. 

No more for them the attentions 
of a prince, a villa, servants, furs, 
jewels, every luxury of the season 
and out of it, the fabled history of 
the courtesan able to pick and choose 
a millionaire, a duke, a potentate. 

They now are painted shadows 
of past glory. They wander in the 
gardens of the gambling casinos, or 
go inside and stand timidly by the 
tables, touching some man on the 
arm with a murmured request 
“Will you put a louis on the table 
for me, m'sieu?” 

Sometimes they sit at the table 
themselves, risking a few francs on 
the cards or the spinning wheel, 
watching them vanish with agonized 
eyes and hurry away. There will be 
one meal less that day. 

But there are others who have 
been cageful, callous and calculating, 
laying away what reformers call 
the wages of sin, a phrase unknown 
to these ladies. And there are others 
who have somewhere in the back- 
ground a not too exciting lover, a 
well-to-do married merchant or 
shopkeeper providing them with 
modest incomes, for sentiment’s sake 
or because of his preference for the 
mature, for the woman of experi- 
ence. A 

An empty phrase that last, for 
these ladies who ought to know 
men, if anyone should, are still the 
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easiest prey of the gigolo, the lounge 
lizard, the worthless young man in 
search of a meal ticket and a soft 
bed. Resorts in every part of the 
globe swarm with these parasites 
who are ready to fasten themselves 
to some woman, whom vanity or 
some last fiash of passion has robbed 
of common sense. 


* * * 


ADAME Renee Arbel was a well 

known figure in the doubtful 
society of Nice. She had turned up 
there in 1926, rented an apartment 
and told everyone she was a wealthy 
widow from Lyons, and that she 
had property there, in Paris and 
elsewhere which she had to visit and 
inspect from time to time. She gave 
every evidence of having money 
and jewels and spent quite a little 
of her time at the baccarat tables, 
though she never plunged. And 
when she did lose, she made scenes 
that were no credit to her claim to 
being a lady. 

Madame Arbel had a gentleman 
friend in Paris whom she saw only 
at rare intervals, and she made oc- 
casional acquaintances whom she in- 
duced to contribute to her support. 
Among them was a Monsieur Leon, 
proprietor of a restaurant. 


Renee had made Leon's acquaint- 
ance in 1935, in the springtime, 
when the heart of an elderly man 
is so prone to folly. She had a room 
in an apartment house at 14 Felix- 
Faure Avenue, but her landlady was 
dying, and she had to look else- 
where for a place to live. Madame 
Ricard, an elderly woman who 
worked as caretaker of a furnished 
apartment in the building, suggested 
that as the apartment was vacant, 
Madame Arbel might care to rent it. 
Madame Arbel might speak to its 
owner—a Monsieur Leon. 

So, in her best clothes and with 
her best manner, Madame Arbel 
saw and conguered Monsieur Leon. 
She got the apartment, and her ad- 
mirer said he would see she did not 
starve. 

Monsieur Leon went on a vaca- 
tion, and Madame Arbel was left to 
her own entertainment. One blazing 
August day, she went by bus to 
Monte Carlo, and into danger. For 


there she, who had told Madame 
Ricard with spiteful emphasis, 
“Catch me ever paying a young man 
to run after me!” was compelled to 
eat her own words. 


Sitting at a table a young man in 
his twenties, handsome in a com- 
mon way, started to make eyes at 
her, and against her will, Madame 
Arbel responded. He told her he was 
the son of“a good family—for the 
moment temporarily embarrassed. 
She told him of her property, her 
private income—each thinking the 
other was the dupe of these lies. 

Actually, the young man was out 
of a job. He came of a poor family, 
had tried to sell insurance, had run 
afoul of the law, and was anything 
but what he made himself out to be. 

Carried away by her passion for 
his brown eyes and glib persua- 
sion, Madame Arbel brought what 
she thought was her capture back 
to Nice and gave him a key to the 
apartment. She bought him clothes; 
she gave him pocket money, paid 
his room rent, but made him work 
for his living. Robert, as Madame 
Ricard heard her calling him, not 
only had to stimulate passion, but 
had to dance attendance on Madame 
wherever she went. She trailed him 
after her like some spoil of war. 
And not only that, she had him do 
her decorating and painting. 

“Isn't he handsome?” said Ma- 
dame Ricard watching him at work. 

“Handsome is what handsome 
does,” said Madame Arbel meaning- 
fully. 

But for all the pet young man’s 
winning ways, all was not well. To 
Madame Ricard’s way of thinking, 
something was wrong. One day 
Madame Arbel would all -but let 
Robert walk over her. The next, 
she would snap his head off, irri- 
table, never in the same mood two 
days running. Madame Ricard, who 
knew something of the ways of 
life, shook her head sagely. People 
who indulged in unorthodox ways 
of making love were like that, and 
there was quite a little gossip in the 
house about Madame Arbel and her 
whims and fancies. 

Things are coming to a head, 
Madame Ricard said to herself, 


HIGHEST BIDDER — tn her 
heyday, Renee had been able to 
hold out for a high price for her 
favors, and money bought her love! 


STREETWAL — Robert 


met Therese in the red light district 
in a small town where the girl was 
plying her trade. Love followed. 


when one day she heard Madame 
Arbel’s door open and voices. 

“Get out of here, and don’t dare 
to set foot in my apartment again!” 

Madame Arbel repeated her 
warning in a high hysterical tone 
and slammed the door, and Madame 
Ricard, peeping out, saw Robert go 
downstairs. 

She saw her neighbor a day later, 
but no reference was made to the 
scene. Indeed, Madame Arbel was 
in a good humor and had quite got- 
ten over the row. 

“Tm going away for a few days, 
so don’t worry. I have a lovely rose- 
wood bedroom suite in Lyons. TII 
go and get it and bring it here. It 
will look handsome in my bedroom.” 

This was as far as Madame Ricard 
recalled September 25th. She was 
busy about then, and so had no 
chance to pay much attention to 
what was going on, but the morn- 
ing of September 30th, she won- 
dered if Madame Arbel had re- 
turned. She knocked at her door, 
and to her amazement there was 
Robert, back on the job. He said 
very politely that Renee was away, 
and he was following in a day or so. 

Robert must have gone out soon 
after, for Madame Ricard heard 
someone knocking at the Arbel 
apartment door. She looked out, 
and there was a man with an enor- 
mous trunk. 

“Trunk for Madame Arbel from 
the Travel Supply shop,” he said. 
“It's paid for, so I want to leave it. 
Is there anyone home?” 

“Madame isn't here just now. You 
can leave it in the hall if you like.” 

The trunk must have been taken 
in later, for that night it was gone 
from the hall. 

Next morning, hearing some 
scraping noise in the hall, Madame 
Ricard found Robert tugging and 
pulling the trunk towards the stairs. 

“Oh, you’re going now,” she said. 
“Do you know when I can expect 
Madame?” 

“I don’t know. She didn’t say. 
Pll be back in a day or so myself. 
Au revoir, Madame Ricard.” 

Robert slid the trunk down the 
flight of stairs and must have pulled 
it down the other two, for she hap- 


SIN WAS HER MIDDLE NAME!... 


COULD NOT BELIEVE THAT SHE WAS HEADED FOR 


THE JUNK HEAP TC WHICH ALL OF HER KIND ARE 


SOON CONSIGNED! SHE WAS THE EXCEPTION! 


MISTRESS —1: was 


spri me when Leon met 
the broken-down beauty 
She soon was his mistress. 


pened to look out of her window 
on the street, and there he was on 
the pavement being assisted by a 
fair young man to load it into a 
taxi. He got in, and the taxi went 
off towards Massena Place. 

Robert was seen in the apartment 
house October 6th, and thereafter 
no more. That day, he must have 
removed his clothes for he left with 
a bundle under his arm. 

* * * 
44S the weeks rolled on, there 
was occasional comment as to 
the length of visit Madame Arbel 
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was making wherever she had gone, 
but, her absence did not appear to 
make any difference. Only Monsieur 
Leon was worried. But as he had 
no wish to make any public in- 
guiry, he kept his own counsel. 
The person who really was worry- 
ing was the janitress, Madame Leon, 
no relative. She had not bothered 
about October Ist. Madame Arbel 
had so far always been prompt in 
paying the rent, but when Novem- 
ber ist arrived and no word from 
the absentees, she got alarmed. 
And on November 9th, further 


cause was added to her apprehen- 
sions. She went up to try the door 
of the apartment and found it un- 
locked. 

She went post haste to Monsieur 
Boupat, Commissaire of the Third 
district. 

“It looks to me like there’s been 
a burglary,” she said. 

“Where is this Madame Arbel?” 
he asked. 

“I wish I knew,” she answered 
unhappily. 

Boupat went to the apartment 
and gave it a cursory inspection. 

“There has certainly been some- 
one here, but I see no great evidence 
of a burglary.” 

Boupat tried the bedroom door, 
then taken by a sudden thought, he 
bent down and sniffed at the key- 
hole. 

“It's locked, but there's no odor 
here. Madame Arbel is not behind 
this door; that is one sure thing. 
We must look for her elsewhere.” 

Boupat saw Madame Ricard and 
heard what she had to say. 

“We'll try Lyons and Paris. They 
may get us some information.” 

But inguiries sent to these and 
many other probable places went 
unanswered, and on December 9th, 
the law moved in force. Chief of 
Police Curty, Boupat and a magis- 
trate Vachier went to the Arbel 
apartment and opened the closed 
door. The bedroom was in a state 
of upset; clothes were dragged from 
drawers and closet. In one corner, 
lay a crumpled sheet with a blood- 
stain, a mere spot. But most sig- 
nificant discovery of all was a slop 
bucket with a cover. Lying in it 
was a bloodstained cord and a tuft 
of chestnut gold hair, identified by 
Madame Ricard as coming from 
Madame Arbel’s touched up locks. 

Poking about, Boupat and Inspec- 
tor Conso made an almost simul- 
taneous and valuable contribution to 
clues. Under a bureau was a rolled 
up telegram—“Robert Engender, care 
Arbel, 14 Felix-Faure Avenue, Nice. 
Gabrielle seriously sick. Please 
come, Jeanne.” It had been sent from 
a little place called Viviers, the 
end of September. 

“We had better get hold of this 
Engender,” said Boupat grimly. “If 
there’s anyone who knows where 
Madame Arbel is, he ought to. It’s 
my opinion that she went out of 
this apartment in that trunk.” 

The Chief of Police snapped his 
fingers. 

“Sapristi! Engender. I know that 
name. The fellow we have in the 
Pasteur hospital, the man we picked 
up on that Versini shooting case. 
He can’t get very far with a bullet 
through his knee.” 

“Engender? Of course,” said Bou- 
pat with a grimace of chagrin. “Of 
course. I booked him myself. Now I. 
see light. Those keys we found in 
his room must belong to this apart- 
ment. And those receipts for the 

(Continued on page 63) 
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WHY THE 
GOOD WIFEg 


SYMPATHY — i'm sorry, kid,” 
Kate told her sister. “He treats you like 
a dog; he doesn't deserve a swell wife 
like you! He isn't good enough for you.” 


| photos used in this story were specially posed 
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ARLANDED with seaweed and 
pummeled by the tides onto 
the rocks jutting out from the 
beach, the woman’s body 

rolled rhythmically in the water at 
the sand’s edge, while the waves 
came pounding in and then washing 
back to sea. 

It was shortly before ten o’clock 
on Sunday morning. The Ocean 
Point Beach near Boothbay Harbor, 
Maine, where thousands of people 
visited in the summer, was virtually 
devoid of life. 

A woman inhabitant of one of the 
few scattered all-year homes came 
out on the back porch to hang out 
some wash. On the beach below her, 
Dick Wellner was taking his morn- 
ing constitutional. Tide was at low 
ebb, and he trotted on the sands, 
breathing deeply of the tangy air. 
Otherwise, the resort appeared as 
desolate as the shores of an unin- 
habited island. 

Then the woman shrieked. 

Wellner looked up quickly, and 
saw her pointing into the lacy surf. 

“Its a body!” she cried. Wellner 
raced off toward the spot she was 
pointing at, near the ocean’s edge. 

Suddenly he stopped. With hor- 
rible fascination he regarded the 
figure. The flesh was darkened, from 
immersion, he judged; but the face 
was worse to behold than the puffed- 


Sheriff Harvey Sprague. “She fits 
the description of the missing wife.” 

Sprague hauled out a missing per- 
sons’ report made the previous day, 
and read it aloud. 

“Dolda Brewer, age 35, five-feet 
five, 120 pounds, auburn hair; when 
last seen wore coat,-sweater, dark 
blue slacks, overshoes and gloves. 
Disappeared from home between 
5:00 and 6:00 p.m. Reported by 
husband, Reuben Brewer, Ocean 
Point.” 

“Check,” said Greenleaf. “Every 
detail, with the exception of the 
coat.” 

“Tm going out to notify Brewer,” 
the sheriff said. “You give Doc 


. Gregory a buzz. We have a job for 


him.” 
t E 

EUBEN BREWER was in his gar- 

age when the sheriff's car skid- 
ded to a stop in the yard. 

“We've found your wife,” Green- 
leaf announced. 

“Found her? Where?” Brewer 
couldn't keep the excitement out of 
his voice. 

Brewer made no sign, but the 
pipe stem was clenched tightly be- 
tween his teeth, and he puffed furi- 
ously. A hint of tears glistened in 
his eyes. Dolda and he had spent 
many years of married life together. 
Despite their differences, they had 


NOBODY WAS LOOKING... HE HAD MADE 
CERTAIN OF THAT... OUICKLY, HE SLIPPED THE 
SLENDER, SUPERBLY FORMED BODY OF THE 


WOMAN INTO THE INKY WATER — AND CHUCKLED 


AS THE OCEAN SUCKED HER DOWN...DOWN...DOWN! 


up body. It was positively ghastly. 

The features were black and spon- 
gy. From being smashed against the 
rugged rocks, they had become mu- 
tilated almost beyond recognition. 

As the woman came up, Wellner 
broke away to summon police. The 
gruesome carcass was bundled off 
quickly to Hutchinson Undertaking 
Parlor in Boothbay Harbor 

Sheriff Arthur A. Greenleaf of 
Lincoln County was certain that the 
task of identification would not 
prove difficult, despite the battered 
condition of the corpse. 

“Remember the fellow who called 
in last night?” he reminded Deputy 


been as happy as most. And to sud- 
denly realize that a loved one has 
been torn away... . 

“One thing, however,” Greenleaf 
began, “puzzles me. She had no coat 
on when we found her. Nor did we 
see a coat.” 

“I just found her coat, hanging 
on the pier,” Brewer said. 

Greenleaf considered a moment. 
“Where is the coat now?” 

„In the house. Want to look at 
nee 

“Td like to.” 

The sheriff followed inside the 
house. The coat lay on a chair in 
the kitchen. Greenleaf inspected it. 


The scene of this murder is OCEAN POINT BEACH, MAINE. 


It was dry. This was confusing! 

“Is this where you wife slept?” 
he nodded toward the couch. 
“Nope. I sleep here. Dolda's bed- 
room is upstairs.” 

Greenleaf followed him up the 
stairs to a small bedroom on the 
second floor. 

“Here's where I last saw her,” 
Brewer reported with a vague wave 
of his hand. “It looks like she pulled 
out in a hurry.” 

He was right. The bedroom was 
disordered, with clothing strewn in- 
discriminately about the floor. The 
bed had not been made up and the 
impression on the covers showed 
that only one person had slept on it. 
An alarm clock stood on a small 
stand near the bed; under it lay a 
folded sheet of white paper. 

Sheriff Greenleaf picked it up. 
It was a note, scribbled in pencil. 

His attitude of indifference drop- 
ped away as he read the scrawled 
message. With lips tightened, he 
looked speculatively at the lobster- 
man. “Did you go over this room 
when you learned your wife wasn’t 
at home?” he demanded sharply. 

“No,” Brewer said. “I didn't 
bother with it. I just figured—” 

“No matter what you figured. 
This is a note from your wife.” 

Brewer displayed interest. “What 
does she say?” 

“My dearest Sis Kate.” Greenleaf 
read. “Do not feel sorry for what I 
have done. If it is possible, I would 
like to be buried near Dear Mother. 
Do not blame Reubin, I am terribly 
unhappy and do not care to live any 
longer. Love. Sis Dot. 

“I would like to have you have 
my fur coat and other things if you 
wish, and mother’s bracelet and 
Nick’s watch are in Safe Deposit.” 

“My gosh!” Brewer was wide- 
eyed with amazement. “I never 
thought that . . . do you suppose 
she... ?” 

“It looks like she committed sui- 
cide, according to this letter,” the 
sheriff said grimly. He turned the 
missive in his hand. “Who's Kate?” 

“She's Dolda's sister.” 

“How about Nick?” 

“Her brother.” 

“She probably jumped from the 
...” Greenleaf mused, but stopped 
out of consideration for the bereaved 
husband. 

“Pll see you later, Brewer,” the 
sheriff said. “Just stick around the 
house, in case we want you.” 

Greenleaf strode rapidly to his 
car, and drove to his office. In re- 
sponse to Sprague’s telephone call, 
Dr. George A. Gregory, the Lincoln 
County medical examiner, had ar- 
rived in Boothbay Harbor and had 
already performed an autopsy. 

The sheriff acquainted the medical 
examiner with the suicide note and 
told the man what he knew of the 
case. 

Gregory shook his head. “The wo- 
man didnt commit suicide,” he said. 
“She was murdered!” 
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Greenleaf shook his head like a 
fighter recovering from a powerful 
blow. “You're sure?” 

The doctor nodded. “Positive! 
Rigor mortis had already set in 
when the body was found. There’s 
a heavy bruise on her scalp, and 
her face is badly battered. But the 
final proof is the fact that there was 
no water in her lungs. She was dead 
before being thrown in the water.” 

“If she was thrown in,” the sheriff 
said significantly. “Her sweater and 


SURLY — Many a time, Kate had 
watched Reuben stalk off to work, 
glum and silent, after a nasty guar- 
rel with Dolda. They always fought. 


hair weren't wet, remember.” 

Gregory shrugged. “That's your 
problem. Of course, the sun could 
have dried out the hair and sweater 
after she was washed up on the 
beach. In my estimation, that point 
isn't particularly significant. But the 
lack of water in the lungs is. 

“And those injuries certainly 
weren’t self-inflicted. Picture, if you 
can, a woman bashing herself on the 
head and face.” 

“What would you say caused 
them?” 

“She was probably struck on the 
head with a flat instrument of some 
kind. Her nose is swollen, and her 
left eye black and blue. The upper 
lip is bruised and there’s a deep cut 
on the lower one. She was pretty 
badly beaten up.” 

“Maybe,” Greenleaf suggested 
hopefully, “all that happened when 
she jumped off the pier.” 

The doctor laughed shortly. “A 
jump like that would have not only 
broken her neck, but fractured her 


skull as well. There are no broken 
bones, and under her hair, the skin 
is whole.” 

“And how long would you say she 
has been dead?” 

“Twelve hours; maybe fourteen.” 

Greenleaf did some mental figur- 
ing. If the doctor’s findings were 
correct, Dolda Brewer had met death 
sometime between eight and ten 
o’clock in the evening. She had been 
last seen by her husband, some two 
or three hours before. During that 


GOOD WIFE — Reuben and his 
wife had their quarrels, but they did 
not seem to go beyond those of any 
other hard-working married couple 


interim, she had penned the suicide 
note and... 

“Wait a minute!” the sheriff was 
struck by a sudden thought. “If the 
woman was murdered, then who 
wrote that note?” 

“Perhaps you should have another 
talk with the husband,” Gregory 
suggested. “I’ll go along with you,” 
he added. 

PES ics 

HEY found the fisherman at 

home. Brewer was seated in the 
kitchen, staring vacantly at a blank 
wall, apparently overcome with 
grief. He greeted the officers list- 
lessly. x 

“I want you to tell me every- 
thing, Brewer,” the sheriff said 
quietly. “Everything you can think 
of, from the time you last saw your 
wife until you found the coat on the 
pier.” 

The big fisherman shrugged. 
“There isn't much to tell,” he said 
slowly. “Like I said, I saw her 
about five o’clock, but she was sleep- 
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ing, and I didn't want to disturb 
her. I started to fix my own supper, 
but there wasn't any coffee so I 
drove to East Boothbay to get some. 
When I got back about six, she was 
gone.” 

“What did you do then?” 

“Why, I called your office, sher- 
iff?” 

“I mean after that.” 

“I had my supper and I went to 
bed.” 

“And you din’t see your wife or 
hear anything during all that time?” 

“I did hear noises,” Brewer said 
refiectively. “Sometime along to- 
ward morning, it was. They woke 
me, but when I listened awhile 
and didn’t hear them again, I figured 
it was a couple of cats, and I went 
back to sleep.” 2 

“Then you don't actually know 
when she disappeared?” 

“No. I slept on the couch here. I 
got up about five o'clock and went 
out to look at my lobster pots. Joe 
Ward and Pat Sellers stopped in for 
a drink. About eight o’clock, when 
my wife still hadn't come down, I 
went to her room. She wasn't there 
so I went out on the pier. I found 
her coat. Then you came down 
here.” 


“I don't understand the coat busi- 
ness,” Greenleaf said puzzledly. 
“She was completely dressed except 
for the coat, when we found her.” 

“It's evident that she intended to 
leave,” Gregory remarked. “Maybe 
someone saw her, and... .” 

“That still doesn’t explain the 
suicide note,” the sheriff objected. 
“Tm particularly interested in that 
right now.” 

The following morning, Sheriff 
Greenleaf drove to Wiscasset, the 
country seat, and presented the con- 
tradictory facts to County Attorney 
Weston M. Hilton. 

“Tve known Reuben Brewer for 
some time,” he concluded. “Offhand 
things don't look so good, what with 
his wife and all. But I honestly 
don't think the guarrels amounted 
to much. You know how fishermen 
are—rough and ready and maybe a 
little loud when things don't go the 
way they ought to.” 

“But Dolda Brewer was a good 
wife, and Reuben knew it. He 
doesn't have enough education to 
keep books on his lobster business, 
for example, and he depended on 
Dolda for that. Certainly she was 
more of an asset than a liability.” 

“What sort of reputation has 
Brewer?” Hilton asked cautiously. 

“The best in town. Everyone will 


vouch for his honesty, a good man.” 

“Weve got that note,” Hilton 
mused. “I’m interested in knowing 
if Mrs. Brewer wrote it; and if not, 
who did. Suppose we have it pho- 
tographed, along with other samples 
of her handwriting, and send the 
whole works to an expert for com- 
parison. Then we’ll know where we 
stand.” 

State experts returned the two 
handwriting specimens with the 
blunt statement that the dead wo- 
man had written both! 

That knocked the murder theory. 
into a cocked hat. But Dr. Gregory 
refused to back down on his diag- 
nosis. Doida Brewer, he insisted, 
had not taken her own life. She had 
been murdered! Yet experts declared 
that she had written the suicide note 
herself. 

* * * 


N April 26th, the baffled sheriff 

turned to the state for aid. At- 
torney General Clyde R. Chapman 
immediately assigned Frank Cooper, 
one of his homicide aides, to stick 
with the case until it was solved. 

Detective Cooper wasted little 
time. With the suicide note in his 
pocket, he called on various friends 
of the family who had known Dolda 
Brewer for years. Among these was 
Milburn Lackey, a grocer. 

Cooper had a dual purpose in 
questioning this man. It was in his 
store that Brewer said he had pur- 
chased his coffee after leaving the 
house on the fatal night. Lackey 
had been the Brewer’s grocer for a 
number of years. Each week, Dolda 
had compiled lists of needed articles, 
in her own handwriting. The mer- 
chant, if anyone, should be familiar 
with her script. 

The detective started the ball roll- 
ing. “Reuben Brewer tells me he 
was in here to buy coffee about six 
o’clock Saturday night,” he said. “Do 
you remember seeing him?” 

“That's right,” Lackey answered. 
“Poor fellow, it was tough about his 
wife...” 

“You saw her handwriting fre- 
guently, didn't you?” Cooper inter- 
rupted. 

“Several times a week for years,” 
Lackey answered. “Td know it any- 
where.” 

“Can you tell me if she wrote 
this?” He laid the suicide note on 
the counter. 

The grocer pushed his glasses 
higher on his nose. “It's her writ- 
ing,” he decided. “I would recognize 
it even if her name wasn't signed 
at the bottom. 


Detective Cooper was an alert 
young man with sharp eyes and 
black hair. He had a reputation that 
the craftiest criminal had been un- 
able to sully, but never had he 
worked on a case quite like this one. 

Here was a woman who stated 
frankly in a suicide note that she 
intended to take her life. Shortly 
afterwards, she was found dead. 

A state police expert declared she 
herself had written the note. A gro- 
cer even more familiar with her 
handwriting, backed him up. 

Yet the medical examiner said it 
was murder. Could he be wrong? It 
was two to one, with the odds 
against the doctor. 


Cooper had no desire to spend 
useless hours trying to make a mur- 
der out of a suicide. He decided 
on one more test. 

Accompanied by Sheriff Green- 
leaf, he went to the home of Mrs. 
Keith Irvin. 

Mrs. Irvin, a resident of New 
York with a summer home at Ocean 
Point, had been one of the dead 
woman’s closest friends. They had 
corresponded continually during the 
winter months. 


Cooper showed her the note. 

“Dolda Brewer never wrote this,”, 
the woman declared emphatically. 
“Tl swear to that on any witness 
stand!” 

Cooper grimaced. “The grocer 
with whom she had dealt for years 
says it’s her writing. And a state 
police expert agrees. Yours is the 
first opinion we've had to the con- 
trary.” 

“Its my opinion and Ill stick to 
it,” Mrs. Irvin insisted. “Pda know 
her handwriting anywhere.” 

The officers thanked her and left. 
“Tm going to get to the bottom of 
this or else,” Cooper said as he 
pushed the starter of his car. “And 
I don’t think it would hurt to take 
a look at the bedroom where the 
note was found.” 

In deference to Greenleaf’s re- 
quest, Brewer had not touched the 
room after the body of his wife was 
found. It was still disordered, but 
Coopers’ trained eye immediately 
spotted little items that the sheriff 
had overlooked. The splintered 
metal candlestick, for example, 
which lay on the dresser; the beaded 
metal cord to which a blue ribbon 
had been attached, lying in the 
middle of the floor. 

“Somebody grabbed this,” Cooper 
said softly, “and jerked it right out 
of the light socket.” His eyes lighted 

(Continued on page 56) 


THE BLOODY MERMAID ROSE FROM THE SEA TO CHALLENGE HER KILLER'S RIGHT 


TO KILL! .. 


.. THE GALLANT LADY REFUSED TO BE CUT DOWN IN THE PRIME OF HER 


LIFE--AT THE PEAK OF BEAUTY... AND STAY DEAD WHILE HER MURDERER WAS FREE! 
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WARNING — “Don't you ever dare to 
breathe a word to the police!“ Garnier warned 
his alluring mistress. “If you do—you'll die for 
certain!” And he would not go! back on his word! 


(Specially posed 7 professional models) 


| WITH ARMY DISCIPLINE, 
UERRILLA TECHNIOUE 


AND JESSE JAMES' 


[ DARING — THE BONNOT | 


| GANG ATTACKED! 


BEFORE THE BATTLE 


[ WITH LAW AND ORDER 
| WAS DONE — THERE | 

[ WERE A MOUNTAIN OF | 
[ CORPSES ON EACH | 


SIDE... WITH 


The infamous Bonnot gang operated in PARIS, FRANCE. 


ECEMBER 21, 1911, is marked 
as a red letter day in the his- 
tory of crime and detection. 
On this day, the automobile 

for the first time became one of the 
most powerful instruments of the 
underworld in its war against so- 
ciety. Its use as a weapon of offense 
and a means of almost certain get- 
away was introduced by the band 
of public enemies to become known 
to the Paris police as the infamous 
Bonnot gang of motor bandits. 

For nearly a year, this collection 
of desperadoes had been carrying 
on a petty warfare of burglary in 
the city and its surroundings, but 
now only a few days before the date 
when the French version of Santa 
Claus lays gifts in the shoes of 
French boys and girls, the band be- 
came one with the brotherhood of 
Cain! 

In the Northern part of Paris, 
back of the heights of Montmartre, 
is a section populated with hard- 
working artisans and small store- 
keepers, packed close in shabby 
tenement houses. It contains an ex- 
tensive freight station and yards, 
gas houses and some factories. One 
of its main streets is Ordener Street, 
with a few good buildings, a Church, 
the office of the Mayor of the dis- 
trict, and at number 142, the branch 
office of the Bank of the Societe 
Generale. 

There was a nasty drizzle of rain 
falling, and housewives doing their 
morning marketing were too anxious 
to get through to pay much atten- 
tion to a green and black sedan 
which had been standing for almost 
an hour at number 148, just about 
fifteen yards from the entrance to 
the bank. 

Suddenly, the driver, a cap drawn 
down over his face, started his en- 


gine. Through a speaking tube, he 
said something to those inside the 
car who had the curtains down. 

A man had just stepped off the 
street car at the corner of Damre- 
mont Street. He was middle-aged, 
with a military bearing. He had on 
a blue uniform with a three-corn- 
ered hat. His name was Ernest 
Caby, messenger for the Societe 
Generale; he was carrying bank 
funds just procured at the head 
office. In his left hand, he held a 
leather bag fastened to him with 
a steel chain. It contained 318,000 
francs in securities. He carried in 
his right hand a canvas bag with a 
little over five thousand francs in 
cash, and he had twenty thousand 
in bills in an inside pocket. 

Caby was joined by a younger 
man who had been waiting to escort 
him to the bank branch. This was 
Peemans. Neither of the two men 
had any warning that death waited 
their coming. They walked slowly 
towards the bank. The car slid for- 
ward stealthily to meet them. 

It stopped. A door opened. Two 
men stepped out, deliberately. They 
had their hands in their pockets 
They confronted Caby, who made a 
movement to step out of their way. 
Then, without warning, one of the 
pair, wearing a derby hat with a 
flat brim, snapped an order to stand 
still. With his left hand, he drew a 
revolver and fired point blank at 
Caby’s chest. 

The messenger sank to his knees. 
The gangster shot him again—this 
time in the back, while his com- 
panion snatched at the bags. Caby, 
though wounded near to death, held 
tight, but it was no use. The leather 
ripped from the chain. The two men 
seized the bag and the canvas bag. 
The money in the inside pocket was 
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untouched. No time for that! 

So swiftly was the whole affair 
conducted that Peemans, petrified 
into inaction, had not moved. Now 
he began to shout for help. But it 
was too late. The bandits were back 
in the car, while a third man who 
had been standing guard with a re- 
volver in each hand, sprang in af- 
ter them, closed the door and leaned 
out menacingly. 

The car jerked forward while bye 
standers were still gaping. A team- 
ster backing a wagon up to the 
sidewalk tried to start his team for- 
ward to block the way. There was a 
spatter of shots, and he ducked, as 
did those around him. And in less 
time than it takes to describe the 
escape, the bandit car was gone, 
swallowed up in the traffic of the 
city. 

Caby was picked up and carried 
into a drug store. From there, an 
ambulance rushed him to the near- 
est hospital, though there was small 
hope for his life. 

Ne one appeared to have noted 
the number of the car, but its de- 
scription was telephoned around at 
once. Orders were given to stop and 
examine all cars leaving the city 
at the local customs stations. The 
city of Paris collects a small duty 
on produce, wine, etc., brought into 
the city, and officers are on duty at 
every entrance. But it was very soon 
plain to the police that the car had 
escaped without challenge at any 
of the barriers, before the warning 


was issued. 
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HE story of the crime was blaz- 

oned in the headlines of the noon- 
day papers. Orders were issued to 
get the gang at any cost. But they 
had vanished into thin air. 

Next morning the police of 
Dieppe, one of the main ports for 
crossing the Channel to England, 
reported that they had found a car 
a 10 to 14 H. P. Delaunay-Belleville, 
1910, answering to the description 
of the bandits’ car abandoned near 
the seafront Casino. It contained 
tools and some empty gas cans. 

A witness had seen four or five 
men working on it, at half past nine 
at night, but he had been in too 
big a hurry to get out of the rain 
to stop and investigate more closely. 

Ownership of the car was traced 
back to a garage keeper, Normand, 
of the Paris suburb of Boulogne, 
who had reported its theft on De- 
cember 13th. 

Xavier Guichard, Chief of the 
Paris Detective Department, found 
a number of eye-witnesses of the 
hold-upy but as is always the case, 
varying stories were told. But as 
far as could be learned, the man 
who shot Caby was a short, stocky, 
swarthy fellow. 

Since the car had been found near 
one of the main routes to England, 
the police advanced the theory that 
the bandits might have crossed the 
Channel to dispose of the securities 
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in London. Scotland Yard coop- 
erated by keeping a sharp eye on all 
known fences, but nothing came of 
this. 

Within a few days of the outrage, 
the first clue came to headquarters. 
It was reported by an observant 
citizen that a car such as described 
had been standing in the garage of 
a neighbor, by the name of Det- 
weiller, from December 13th to 20th. 

The police visited this mechanic 
and asked him to supply them with 
information on the matter. Detweil- 
ler told a number of stories, but 
boiled down, they came to this— 
On December 13th, four unknown 
men left the car in question at his 
garage. They came back later, paid 
the charges and went off. He could 
not recall what they looked like. 
Nor could any inducement stir his 
memory to activity. 

So when the police left, with them 
went Detweiller, his wife and an- 
other woman, whom the couple were 
boarding. The woman was taken to 
headquarters because her connec- 
tions were suspect. Her husband, it 
appeared, was a Belgian, Edward 
Carouy, who had a police record. 
He had been living in the house un- 
til recently. 

The police were all the more 
eager to gather in the band since 
they now had a strong suspicion 
that they were well armed. On De- 
cember 23rd, two days after the 
shooting of Caby, a gun store in 
Lafayette Street was burglarized, 
and eight thousand francs worth of 
weapons and ammunition taken. 

This feat was repeated on January 
8th, of the new year, 1912, when the 
Paris branch of Smith and Wesson 
suffered. The thieves took a number 
of Winchester rifles, automatics and 
revolvers with ammunition enough 
to equip them for any battle. 

But a few days before this ex- 
ploit, the police came across traces 
of the missing Carouy. 

On January 3rd, neighbors re- 
ported that no one had answered 


CHARGE! The instant the blast 
went off, the police en masse 
charged into the remains of the 
building in search of M. Bonnot! 


the door in the house of a very old 
gentleman named Moreau, living in 
Church Street, Thiais, a suburb of 
Paris. The police broke in and found 
a scene of death and destruction. 
The rooms had been ransacked, 
closets and bureaus had been 
opened, and clothes and contents 
were strewn all over the place. Evi- 
dently, someone had made a thor- 
ough search for valuables. 

Stabbed in a dozen places, Mor- 
eau lay dead in his bedroom. His 
housekeeper, Madame Arfeux, had 
been strangled to death with a 
towel. 

Many thousands of frances had 
been taken from a desk, but the 
thieves had left their signatures 
everywhere in the shape of foot- 
prints and fingerprints. Among them 
were those of Carouy. The others 
belonged to a criminal named Metge. 
Their pictures were identified as 
those of two men who had asked 
the way to Moreaus house. 

On this day someone, with a 
grudge against Jules Bonnot, chauf- 
feur and automobile mechanic, re- 
ported anonymously to the police 
that this man was the driver of the 
death car. Witnesses of the hold-up 
identified his picture. 

A collection of photographs of 
Bonnot’s friends and companions 
was shown to Caby in the hospital 
where he was recovering from his 
wounds, and from the lot he picked 
out as the man who shot him, Octave 
Garnier on police records listed as a 
dangerous criminal. 

Si Ee A 

HE police had a suspicion that 

the gang had had its birth in the 
offices of a small newspaper—An- 
archy. The general manager was a 
tiny but attractive woman, Madame 
Maitrejean, whose husband was 
serving a prison term as a coiner. 
She was not without consolation. 
A dreamy, rather handsome fellow, 
Kilbatchiche was her lover. 

The offices were raided, but no- 
thing of importance was found; nor 


SHELL — This is a rear view of 
the remaining shell of the garage 
after the explosion had taken place. 
Itwas almost completely demolished 


was there a sign of anything crimi- 
nal. 

Weeks passed; then on February 
28th, the gang reappeared, bolder 
than ever. Some of its members stole 
a car belonging to a storekeeper, 
Buisson, in the Saint Mande district. 
At eight o’clock that night, this 
powerful car was driven recklessly 
down a narrow, hilly street into the 
wide space lying in front of St. 
Lazare station. There it grazed a 


pedestrian, and in trying to get 


away was blocked by a bus. It then 
tried to pass on the wrong side. 

Seeing this, a traffic officer on 
duty, Garnier, went forward and 
asked the names of the driver and 
his four passengers. The men in the 
car did not answer, and thinking 
they might be foreigners who did 
not understand what he said, Gar- 
nier motioned to them to drive to 
the curb. 

Just then, the bus moved. The 
driver started the car. Garnier 
leaped on the running board and 
made a grab at the wheel. It was 
a fatal move. One of the passen- 
gers shot him three times, and he 
slid off. 

The car then shot ahead, and be- 
fore the extent of the tragedy was 
realized, it was well out of sight. 
The three policemen who came run- 
ning commandeered a car and took 
up the chase, but lost the trail. 

A description of the car, furnished 
by the owner, was sent out far and 
wide but too late to prevent it from 
leaving the city. 

The mob must have travelled fast 
for at three in the morning it had 
reached the town of Pontoise. Its 
occupants drew up in front of the 
house of a lawyer, Tintant, tried 
to open the door with skeleton keys 
and failed. Then they climbed into 
the yard, jimmied a side door, and 
in the office set to work on the safe. 

Madame Tintant heard the noise, 
softly awakened her husband who 
got his revolver and tiptoed to the 
window. He saw the parked car. 


OLD TRICK — The peasant farmer drove his hay 
wagon up to the garage building, using the wagon as 
a shield for the officer who placed the stick of dyna- 
mite at the door of the garage. The first attempt failed! 


BEST TRUE FACT DETECTIVE 


The lawyer saw a baker’s appren- 
tice whom he knew, going home 
from the night’s baking and called 
to him to peep through the glass 
door of the office and see if there 
was anyone inside. 

The boy rashly obeyed. There was 
a shot. He ducked and ran, yelling 
“Thieves!” Tintant fired into the 
air to summon help. At the sound, 
three men popped out of the office 
door and into the car. Tintant fired 
at them, and there was an answer- 
ing volley from the car as it drove 
away. 

Next day, the car was found 
abandoned, on fire, damaged beyond 
repair 

oar * 
IROM information received, which 
is a polite expression used by 
the police when someone makes a 
squeal, a decision was made to ar- 
rest Deboe, a printer, on the An- 
archy press. 

He was picked up at the house of 
Dieudonne, a young fellow of 
twenty-eight, with round eyes and 
curling moustache, who with his 
wife, Louise, was known to fre- 
quent the offices of the newspapers. 
Dieudonne protested he had only 
a passing acquaintance with the 
crowd, but was popped into prison 
nevertheless. 

It is said that Deboe was scared 
into talking. Anyway, in the first 
days of March, the police had a 
pretty complete picture of the chief 
members of the gang. The brains 
was Callemin—small, with blinking 
eyes. The active leaders were Gar- 
nier and Bonnot the driver, the os- 
tensible commander. Then came 
Soudy with a pale, pasty face and 
long ears who used a rifle; the 
thick-set, black-moutached ruffian 
Carouy; Metge with olive skin and 
sharp nose; Rodriguez—tall, thin 
animated; Belonie, these were only 
a few of a well-organized regiment 
of crime. 

After the robbery of Caby, Cal- 
lemin and Deboe went to Amster- 


dam to try to dispose of the bearer 
bonds but failed, and left the bond: 
there. Bonnot then sent Belonie t 
get them. Belonie picked them up 
and passing through Lille, picked 
up Rodriguez and brought him to 
Paris. There they sold part of the 
bond booty through a fence, a young 
man of good family who had faller: 
into crooked ways, Crozat Fleury 
The remainder was stowed away 
in the baggage room of the Northern 
Station, and there Belonie and Rod- 
riguez were arrested on March 10th 
just as they were taking the package 
out. Crozat Fleury was also arrested 
at this time. Bonds stolen from the 
murdered Moreau had been traced 
to him when he sold them 

The police were now convinced 
they knew the actual perpetrators 
of the shooting of Caby. Bonnot had 
been driving, with Callemin grab- 
bing the bags. Valet had been in 
the car, and Garnier had stopped 
Peemans. Dieudonne had shot Caby. 
for the messenger had gone back 
on his first identification of Garnier 

But when this appeared in the 
press, Guichard, head of the De- 
tective Department, received an im- 
mediate contradiction. Garnier him- 
self wrote a letter, with his thumb- 
print as proof of identification. He 
stated that he himself had shot both 
Caby and Officer Garnier, that he 
and his buddies were well-armed 
and that they were prepared to sell 
their lives dearly. 

And as proof of their vitality, they 
struck once more! 


Oe ot ee 
T eight a.m., the morning of 
March 25th, Mathille, eighteen 

year-old chauffeur for Monsier de 
Rouge, wealthy estate owner, was 
driving a new 40 HP De Dion which 
had just been delivered. With him 
was Cerisoles, expert mechanic of 
the factory. The two were on their 
way to Fontainebleau and had just 
entered one of the lonely avenues 
of the Forest of Senart when the 
driver stopped abruptly 


RAIDED BANK — The bank at Chantilly that the mob- 
sters held up. Crowd outside watches the police reconstruct 
the robbery and the shootings. Of the many witnesses to the 
crime, none told stories that resembled any others told. 


BLAST — Actual photo of the dynamite charge going off and 
shattering the front of the garage-fortress to bits. When the 
police entered the building, they were amazed to find Dubois 
stiff and cold. Bonnot alone had been holding the fort for hours. 


Stretched across the road was a 
Measuring tape held by two men, 
apparently surveyors. Another man 
stood watching them. Out of a for- 
esters hut stepped two men. One 
of them gave a sharp order to the 
chauffeur to get out of the car. 

Mathille thought it was a joke 
and laughed, but the laugh was cut 
short by two reports. He toppled 
back, with two bullets in his ab- 
domen. Cerisoles tried to start the 
car. There was a blast of lead, and 
he scrambled out and lay still, fak- 
ing death. He saw the gang drag 
the dead chauffeur out and throw 
him in the bushes. Then Bonnot, 
identified later, took the wheel, and 
the others piled in. Cerisoles was 
left with four wounds in his body, 
groaning in agony. 

The car made for Chantilly, a 
pretty spot, twenty miles out of 
Paris, famous for its castle and race 
track. 

At ten-fifteen exactly, the car 
stopped in front of the Chantilly 
branch of the Societe Generale. Bon- 
not remained at the wheel while 
his five passengers leapt out. The 
gne with the rifle was Soudy who 
stationed himself at the street 
corner. Callemin, Garnier, Valet, 
an unnamed member of the gang, 
and Monnier rushed into the bank. 

The gangsters did not stop to 
make demands, but fired at once. 
The cashier, Trinque, and Legendre, 
teller, fell dead. A clerk, Guilbert, 
as he reached for a weapon had his 
shoulder punctured. Another by 
some miracle escaped the leaden 
storm and crawled out by a side 
door. 

Inside the cage, Callemin, assisted 
by Monnier, was packing up gold 
and bills. The booty was close to 
fifty thousand francs. 

Outside, Bonnot had his car turned 
towards Paris. By now, the shooting 
within the bank had caused alarm. 
People were running. Suddenly, 
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Soudy firing from the hip stopped 
them short. Calmly, he slipped in 
another magazine and held them, 
as the four inside came out and got 
into the car. Then once more he 
sprayed the crowd before he himself 
jumped into the car. The car leapt 
forward. There was a spatter of 
pursuing shots, and they were out 
of sight. 

The car was found that night, 
deserted in a lonely street in the 
suburb of Asnieres, but of the gang 
there was no trace. 

Public opinion by now was at 
boiling point. The police must get 
the criminals! 

And as if they were not sufficient- 
ly harassed by jibes and sneers, by 
official reproof, the police were 
further taunted by Garnier who 
wrote a letter saying how much he 
and his companions were enjoying 
Paris. He warned Guichard and his 
assistant-Chief Jouin that the reign 
of terror was only beginning. 

Under orders from the Minister 
of the Interior, Lapine, Prefect of 
Police, Paris, and head of the whole 
system, organized a campaign. It 
began to show results. 

The offices of Anarchy were again 
raided. The police alleged they 
found some of the stolen weapons 
as well as other goods and gathered 
in Kilbatchiche and his lady friend, 
Madame Maitrejean. 

Jouin, with two men, got on the 
track of Soudy and trailed him to 
the town of Amiens. They found 
him on March 30th. The consump- 
tive Soudy was just stepping aboard 
a train when Jouin grabbed him by 
the elbows and threw him on his 
back. In an instant, Soudy was 
handcuffed. He was carrying one of 
the stolen automatics and a vial of 
poison. 

On April 3rd, the swaggering 
Carouy was traced to a cheap hotel 
in the tough district of Belleville 
and arrested without any fuss. An 


DOUBLE MURDER!'- A police sketch of the in- 
terior of the Chantilly bank showing the positions in 
which the bodies of the dead cashier, Trinquier (left) 
and the clerk, Guilbert, (right) were found “resting. 


attempt to commit suicide in his cell 
was checked in time. 

Callemin was caught on April 7th. 
He was coming out of a lodging he 
occupied with a friend named Jour- 
dan, 46 Tour d’Auvergne Street. He 
was just getting ready to ride away 
on his bicycle when the police 
pounced. It was fortunate that they 
gave him no chance to defend him- 
self, for he was well-armed with 
three automatics and several filled 
magazines, fifty-nine cartridges in 
all! : 

Sewn into a belt were 5300 francs. 

On April 24th, Monnier was 
picked up. He was in bed in a small 
hotel in Lozieres, a little place 
thirteen miles out of the city when 
Jouin and two of his men walked in 
on him and snapped an order to 
throw up his hands. Monnier 
reached below his pillow, and then 
thought better of it. 

He looked sullenly at the As- 
sistant Chief of Detectives. 

“Are you this Jouin?” he asked. 

“Yes. Why?” 

“You’re good, you are, Jouin. I 
don’t mind you getting me. Only 
don’t think if you hadn’t caught me 
dozing there wouldn’t have been 
some bloodshed.” 

“No doubt, Monnier,” said Jouin 
carelessly. “But I take my precau- 
tions. A dead policeman isn’t much 
se 

These were sadly prophetic words 
by nightfall. 

* + + 

N the afternoon of this same day, 
Jouin went with Chief Inspector 
Robert, Detectives Colmar and Se- 
vestre to make inguiries in the Ivry 
district of a certain Gauzy, sus- 
pected of sheltering members of the 
Bonnot gang, for by this time the 

gang had been so labelled. 

They found the place, a junk and 
old clothes store, with rooms above. 
Gauzy was busy in a workshop at 
the back when the police came in. 

BEST TRUE FACT DETECTIVE 


DEAD! — The monster is subdued 
at last! Police are carrying the re- 
mains of Bonnot's body from the dy- 
namited garage. It was a hard fight! 


perately, kicking and striking. He 
managed to trip up both detectives 
and free himself. He fired, and Col- 
mar dropped. Jouin darted forward. 
Several spurts of flame in the dark- 
ness, and Jouin sank down, wounded 
fatally. 


Robert, who had been handcuffing 
Gauzy, dashed into the room and 
pulled open the shutters. Jouin was 
still breathing. Robert then looked 
at him, then at the motionless body 
of the man who had been in the 
room. He started back with an ex- 
clamation—Bonnot. He thought the 
bandit was dead, he lay so still, so 
he. turned ‘his attention to Colmar 
who was bleeding from a stomach 
wound. He tried to staunch it, then 
ran down to bring up the detective 
who had been stationed outside. 

Robert was gone only a moment 
or two, but when he:came back he 
stared aghast. The body of Bonnot 
was gone! The blood on his body had 


come from Jouin. He had apparently 
been unscathed by the fight, feigned 
death and when Robert left the 
room, climbed out of a window, onto 
the workshop roof and out through 
an adjoining house. This turned out 
to be the case; he had terrorized a 
woman next door into silence and 
escaped. 

This latest outrage did something 
which ought to have been done 
long before. Extraordinary as it may 
seem, on these raids detectives had 
carried no firearms. Now the order 
was given to meet force with force, 
bullets with bullets. Automobiles, 
rifles and revolvers were provided 
for the police. They were to show 
no mercy, They were to kill on sight, 
if need be. 

The search for Bonnot was pur- 
sued with the utmost vigor. 

Word came by a roundabout chan- 
nel to Guichard that Bonnot might 

(Continued on page 51) 


THE GALS THOUGHT THEY WERE HEADED FOR A BED OF ROSES WHEN THEY 


BECAME MOLLS AND MISTRESSES OF THE BONNOT GANG... BUT BETWEEN 


THEIR VIOLENT LOVERS AND THE HOUNDING OF THE POLICE — THEY SUFFERED 


THE TORTURES OF THE DAMNED! THEY WE 


“You had a man Monnier staying 
with you a few days back,” said 
Jouin. 

“Never heard of him.” 

“Here’s his picture.” 

“Oh, that fellow. I had him work- 
ing for me, but I fired him. No 
good.” 

“Have you anyone working with 
you in his place?” 

“No. I can’t afford help. Times are 
too hard in the junk business.” 

“Anybody upstairs?” 

“Not a soul. I live down here my- 
self.” 

Jouin stood listening. He could 
hear nothing above him. 

“Anything you say,” said Gauzy 
lightly. “TII go up and open the 
door.” He led the way up the nar- 
row wooden stair, unlocked the 
door at the head of it, and stepped 
back to go down again, but In- 
spector Robert blocked him. 

“You stand here, and no tricks!” 

Jouin peered into the darkened 
room with its closed shutters. He 
took a firmer hold of his heavy cane 
and stepped resolutely in, and as he 
did so, something leapt, like an ani- 
mal, upon him from the darkness. 
Jouin hurled his assailant back. He 
caught the glint of a gun as from the 
bandit came a stream of curses. Then 
Colmar was by his side, and in uni- 
son they sprang forward and seized 
the man who had been hiding. 

The unknown man fought des- 
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ROYAL BATTLES — ida was 
a hot-tempered gal, not one to sit 
idly by and watch her husband phi- 
landering about with other women. 
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The scene of this true crime story is NEW BEDFORD, MASSACHUSETTS. 


PASSION 
B 


A TRAIL 
OR MURDER! 


By KEN GEORGE 


(OLLOWING a four-year en- 
listment in the army, William 
C. Howard packed up and 
went back home to Tennes- 
see. Tall, square-shouldered, black- 
haired and handsome, Howard had 
a soft drawl but a hard outlook on 
life, with a temper like dynamite, 
and he was just as dangerous, as his 
acquaintances soon found out! 

Back at Fort Rodman in New 
Bedford, Massachusetts, he had scof- 
fed at his army buddies’ preten- 
tions to toughness. He bragged about 
his own virility. 

“Down where I come from,” he 
used to tell them, “babies cut their 
teeth on six-guns.” 

Now, back in the Smoky Moun- 
tain country, Howard was finding 
it extremely difficult to settle down. 
Marriage to vivacious, quick-temp- 
ered Ida Williams, belle of the town, 
didn’t help any. In proof that “they 
all look good when they’re far 
away” the Tennessee enchantment, 
lent by distance when he was in 
New Bedford, seemed to have dis- 


sipated, and the army life in far- 
away New Bedford was calling him 
back again. The call became irre- 
sistible. 

“Listen, honey,” Howard said one 
day to his pretty wife. “I’m going 
to re-enlist. We’re going back to 
Massachusetts.” 

Now there were some decisions 
by Howard that might have brought 
the fire flashing from quick-temp- 
ered Ida’s eyes, but this particular 
one was all right with her. The idea 
of travel and the prospect of seeing 
new places was enticing. So she 
protested only faintly when Howard 
told her additionally: 

“Now, honey, the army’s got a 
rule that married men can’t sign up 
as privates. When we get back to 
New Bedford, we've got to pretend 
you’re my sister.” 

Ida readily agreed, and they went 
north to Fort Rodman, where How- 
ard re-enlisted and donned the army 
uniform for a second hitch. This new 
life was a wonderfully exciting 
change for Ida, despite the awk- 


WHEN A MAN GETS INVOLVED IN A WEB OF ILLICIT 


LOVES — TOO OFTEN HE FINDS THAT MURDER IS THE 
ONLY WAY OUT OF AN EMBARRASSING SITUATION! 
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wardness of having to pose as her 
husband's sister. After some months, 
however, the fun of her new exist- 
erice was tempered considerably by 
the discovery that her husband, 
posing as a single man with no 
stronger tie than a sister, with whom 
he lived when off duty, was often 
seen in the company of another 
woman. 

Ida confronted him with what she 
had learned, and her words were hot 


LINE OF DUTY - 


Howard 


told his wife that his romancing with 
another woman was for the pur- 
pose of keeping the lady guiet. 


THE CLEVER KILLER 


FORMULA 


LOOKED 


but he curbed his temper in the 
heat of the moment. And, now real- 
izing what he had done, he felt he 


* might as well go whole hog and tell 


all, He proceeded to do so. A man 
should be able to take his wife into 
his confidence and not make a mis- 
take. Therefore, Howard convinced 
her that he wasn’t a liar, but he was 
a murderer and a fairly successful 
one, having covered his tracks since 
three years earlier—1905—or, at any 


MURDERED - The book was 


right! Howard tried to kill his wife 
according to the instructions in the 
book, and lo and behold, it worked! 


FOR A FOOLPROOF 


FOR MURDER THAT WOULD LEAVE NO 


CLUES BEHIND ... HE WAS SURE HE HAD FOUND IT 


— BUT FOR TWENTY-FIVE 


YEARS IN PRISON — HE 


CURSED THE DAY THE FORMULA WAS DEVISED! 


as her jealousy flared high. She 
wasn't going to stand for anything 
like that! But the facile tongue of 
Howard had a ready explanation. 

“Tve got to be nice to her, honey,” 
he protested. “She's—well, she’s got 
something on me.” 

“Just what do you mean by that?” 
Ida demanded. 

“I mean—murder!” Howard snap- 
ped back, his temper flaring under 
the strain of the upbraiding. “She’s 
seen me kill a man.” 

“You're a liar!” Ida shrieked. 

By Howard's own oft-expressed 
standards, that was fighting talk, 
30 


rate, having left no tracks. 
* * * 


F Howard had been as successful 

in reconciling his fiery wife to 
the continuance of his association 
with the other woman, all might 
have gone better than it did with 
them. But he continued his associa- 
tion with the woman, and if irate Ida 
took the view that he was deriving 
more pleasure from the friendship 
than was justified by the fact that 
he was trying to keep the lady’s in- 
viting lips sealed, perhaps this un- 
happy wife had her own good rea- 
sons. 


At any rate, wearied in her role 
of being second woman, and smart- 
ing because Howard persisted in re- 
fusing to change her public status 
and acknowledge her as his wife, 
Ida finally did what her husband 
had claimed he was trying to pre- 
vent the other woman from doing. 
Ida angrily went to the police and 
told them that her husband had 
killed a man named Edward Dew- 
hurst in Hazelwood Park, and that 
he had gotten away with it. 

The police went through their 
files and found the dossier on Dew- 
hurst. Dewhurst, a person of no 
great importance, had been a mill- 
hand. The lack of clues had side- 
tracked his murder into the limbo 
of unsolved crimes. But now, the 
police promptly arrested Howard. 
He made no comment when he was 
told that his wife had turned him in. 

When Howard went on trial, he 
claimed self-defense in the killing. 
His story was that he had been 
making love in the park to the 
daughter of a prominent New Bed- 
ford family, when a man had come 
upon them from out of the night 
shadows and had menaced them 
with a pistol. Howard said he shot 
the man in the belief that his life 
and that of the girl’s were in danger. 

The investigation had disclosed 
that Dewhurst had been shot with a 
.38 caliber gun, but not the rusty 
old revolver found beside him. This 
gun couldn’t have killed a mouse; 
above all, the firing pin was missing. 
Howard said his gun was a .38, and 
he had disposed of it after the mur- 
der. He branded Dewhurst as a ma- 
licious snooper who enjoyed spy- 
ing on couples. 

Howard's sweetheart corroborated 
his story. Further, the army also 
stood by him, and the result of it 
all was that he was acquitted. The 
packed courtroom grew tense as 
Howard turned and walked toward 
his wife who hadn’t missed a day 
of the trial. Many knew that Howard 
wasn’t the kind of a man who would 
forgive and forget that he had been 
put into a very tight spot. But while 
Ida watched him apprehensively and 
with a shade of fright, Howard, 
with a wide smile, embraced her 
and kissed her soundly. 

“Honey,” those nearby heard him 
say. “It’s all over, and I’m glad. 
Now we can start from scratch.” 

And there it might have all rested, 
but it didn’t. About a year later, Ida 
Howard’s body was found floating 
in the little river which wends its 
picturesque way through New Bed- 
ford. 

This time the authorities remem- 
bered the Dewhurst case and with 
the first entry in the river case— 
suicide by drowning—they were not 
satisfied. It was too much to expect 
that a young and pretty girl, even 
if she were an expectant mother, 
would drown herself—even if she 
had felt great remorse at having 

(Continued on page 44) 
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DECISION 
of this dull life, 


“I'm tired 
mother,” 


Mabel said. “I’m going to 
try my luck in the big city!” 


THE THRILL- © 


SEEKING | 
BEAUTY DANCED | 
WITH DEATH ! 


ERHAPS when Mabel Mathe- 
son, as a girl of barely eigh- 
teen, left her little Cape Bre- 
ton town in Nova Scotia for 

the States, she had—as most girls 
have—some vague dream that some 
day she would become a celebrity. 
It is not an unreasonable suppo- 
sition. 

Undoubtedly, though, nowhere in 
any such dream was there misgiv- 
ing, however fleeting, that her status 
as a public figure would be attained 
only through bloody violence and 
at the cost of her own life. But 
such became the case, and only 
fourteen months after her departure 
from her Nova Scotia home. 

It was in November of 1925 that 
Mabel Matheson left the settlement 
of Whycocomagh, a community of 
only 400 souls, located on Little Bras 
D’Or Lake, one of the stretches of 
water that divides the island. 

In Inverness County, Whycoco- 
magh is about fifty miles from Syd- 
ney and twenty-five miles from 
Port Hood on the eastern coast of 
the island, a hamlet offering little 
to a girl except farm life, early mar- 
riage and a procession of babies 
soon after. 


By MEL SHANNON 


There was to be none of that, 
however, for Mabel, the fun-loving 
daughter of a Whycocomagh farmer. 
She had friends who had preceded 
her to Boston and had written home 
of their office and factory jobs and 
their pay envelopes. This plus the 
fact that she had relatives in the 
States prompted Mabel—who was to 
become Maybelle—to leave her Cape 
Breton town and follow the trail of 
those others. 

By Saturday, January 22, 1927, 
Mabel was front page news, but not 
because of her brilliant success 
story. Nor was she alive to read 
about herself and the furor attend- 
ing her, or to object, as a girl might 
have objected, to the prying into 
her private affairs by unromantic 
officials. 

On that Saturday in 1927, with 
mushing ice on the ponds and slushy 
snow on the ground, three boys liv- 
ing in Baker Street, West Roxbury, 
were crossing a triangular-shaped 
field bordered by Spring, Baker and 
Gardner Streets, about seven o’clock 
in the morning, when they came 
upon what appeared to be a bundle 
of old clothes. 

Approaching closer, however, the 


three youngsters—Louis Jesseau, Roy 
Nickerson, and his brother, Earl— 
discovered that the supposed bundle 
was actually the body of a young 
girl whose coat had been pulled up 
about her head. 

The boys said later that they were 
“scared stiff,’ and they ran to the 
Jesseau home with their news. Mrs. 
Jesseau telephoned the West Rox- 
bury police station, commanded by 
Captain James Smith. With a group 
of officers, Captain Smith went to 
the scene. It was not long before 
officers of the homicide squad were 
hurrying out from police head- 
quarters, trailed by Medical Ex- 
aminer Timothy Leary. 

Examination of the body revealed 
that the girl, as yet unidentified, had 
been killed by terrific blows on the 
head with some weapon that was 
threaded, perhaps a large bolt, and 
that she had been strangled so vi- 
ciously that bones in her throat were 
broken. There were ridged marks in 
the head wounds that had fractured 
the skull, two wounds on the left 
side toward the rear and two on the 
forehead. 

The body was sprawled in a heap. 
Under the blue cloth coat trimmed 


This mysterious slaying occurred in WEST ROXBURY, MASSACHUSETTS. 


BIG CITY LIGHTS . .. CATCHY DANCE MUSIC... THE PROMISE OF ROMANCE... 


ALL THESE LURED THE THRILL-SEEKING BEAUTY TO A GORY, BLOODY DEATH! 
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with a gray fur collar and cuffs was 
a black apron, edged in yellow and 
adorned with blue-figured cretonne, 
which she wore at work. On her 
hand was a gray cloth glove hang- 
ing from the left hand, but the right 
was gloveless and had the spring 
chain of a wrist-watch ‘hanging 
loosely from the wrist, though the 
watch was missing. 

Later the watch, as well as the 
missing glove, came to light within 
a foot of each other, about fifty 
feet from where the body had been 
found. The glove was bloodstained. 
Later also, the girls red silk um- 
brella, which she had with her when 
leaving work at five-fifteen p.m. on 
Friday, was turned over to the au- 
thorities by Charles H. Nickerson 
of Hastings Street, West Roxbury, 
who had picked it up in the field 
about six-fifteen p.m. on Friday. 

This, and a report by Miss Mary 
Hines of Baker Street that she had 
seen a red umbrella lying just off 
the path across the field at six-ten 
p.m. Friday, seemed to place the 
time of the murder between five-fif- 
teen and six-ten. 

Allowing time for the girl to reach 
the field from her place of employ- 
ment, the Armstrong Knitting Mills 
at Center and J.aGrange Streets, 
West Roxbury—between fifteen and 
twenty-five minutes—the death span 
narrowed down to approximately 
half an hour. The distance between 
the mills and the field was about a 
mile, not more than a mile and a 
quarter, and the time of her arrival 
at the field, used by many as a 
short cut to Baker Street, depended 
upon whether she had walked or 
had taken a trolley. 

Before the throng of curious and 
morbid had become too great, Dr. 
Leary and the officers made a dis- 
covery that appeared significant, or 
that did not appear significant, ac- 
cording to the viewpoint. 

From the path crossing the field 
to the spot where the body was 
found beside a clump of bushes, 
there were signs that the body had 
been carried, and that at least once 
it had been laid down in the thin 
film of snow, as if the carrier had 
to rest or get a new grip. 

In this wide impression in the 
snow there were red stains, and 
from there: to where the body lay 
sprawled there was evident a trail 
of uneven blood spots. 

* * * 


T was not, of course, until after 

identification that the time when 
the girl had left the factory could 
be known. Not long after the find- 
ing of the body, but after it had 
been removed to the Southern Mor- 
tuary, Mr. and Mrs. Angus Mac- 
Ritchie, aunt and uncle of Maybelle 
Matheson, with whom she lived on 
Baker Street, noticed the crowd in 
the field. 

Inquiry disclosed that a girl had 
been murdered there. Until then the 
MacRitchies had not placed import- 
ance on the absence of Maybelle 
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from home because she had often 
stayed over night at the home of 
some friend. 

Now, however, Mrs. MacRitchie 
went to West Roxbury police sta- 
tion, where the description of the 
slain girl and the ¢lothing she wore 
served but to strengthen the wo- 
mans’ fear. A little later, at the 
morgue, she definitely identified the 
body of her niece. 

For only six or seven weeks, said 
Mrs. MacRitchie, Maybelle had lived 
at the Baker Street address. Before 
that, she had lived in the Pine Hill 
section of Dedham. 

Meanwhile, in the probe District 
Attorney William J. Foley had sent 
to augment the investigators As- 
sistant District Attorney William C. 
McDonnell, Inspector- Michael J. 
Morrissey, and Special Officer Mar- 
tin Conway, as well as a draftsman. 


Whether the girl had been ac- - 


costed by a stranger in the triangu- 
lar plot, hazy with the snow-fog of 
a January thaw, and then slain when 
she resisted his advances; whether 
the man was someone she knew 
who had persuaded her to step off 
the path with him and then had 
killed her in a frenzy of hate or pas- 
sion, or whether she had been picked 
up in an automobile, slain and her 
body left in the field--these were 
all conjectures raised by police. 

There were stories by several wit- 
nesses that a Ford car had stood at 
the curb in Baker Street, near the 
field, between five-thirty and six 
p.m. Evidence that lonely roads in 
the general area had been scenes 
of many noisy motor parties, pet- 
ting and otherwise, came when vari- 
ous residents furnished the probers 
of such cars, jotted down from time 
to time. 

These car owners had an embar- 
rassing time of it while making ex- 
planations, and although they were 
cleared, it is safe to say they sub- 
sequently picked out different sport- 
ing places. 

Then, sixteen-year-old Florence 
Massarelli of Commonwealth Ave- 
nue, Dedham, came forward to say 
that Maybelle had telephoned the 
Massarelli home, just before leaving 
work, with announcement that she 
would be there right after supper, as 
she wished to borrow a dress from 
Florence for a dance in Roxbury 
that night. 

Florence, although she was a very 
intimate friend of Maybelle, said 
she could not explain the symbols 
on Maybelle’s watch, apparently 
“M. M.” and “A. M. L. 85” scratched 
with a pin or a knifeblade. But 
Florence did tell of a mysterious 
“Al” whom she and Maybelle had 
met one day, and with whom they 
had gone for a ride in his Moon car. 
He was supposed to live in Law- 
rence. 

But Al did not live in Lawrence. 
A Hyde Park youth identified him- 
self as the “Al” to the police and 
proved that he was no murderer— 
at least not Maybelle Matheson’s. 


WHEN WILL THE DARK VEIL 
OF MYSTERY THAT SUR- 
ROUNDS THE SLAYING OF 
THE DANGEROUSLY BEAU- 
TIFUL BELLE BE LIFTED?... 
WHEN WILL THE MONSTER 
WHO WAYLAID THE LOVE- 
LY CREATURE AND BEAT 
THE LIFE OUT OF HER 
TEMPTING BODY BE LA- 
BELED WITH THE MARK OF 
CAIN? THE DAY COMES! 


BELLE - When Mabel came to 


town, she took it over. Her popu- 


larity with the local swains was 


something really phenomenal! 


Police thought for a time that they 
had another good lead when Flor- 
ence and other friends revealed that 
Maybelle, at Christmas time, had 
broken off her engagement with a 
Roxbury youth, ending an attach- 
ment begun as children in Cape Bre- 
ton. Maybelle had given him back 
his ring. M 

But this lead shattered when the 
youth proved he had been at home 
at the time the murder had been 
committed. 

The curious fact leaked out that, 
unknown to her uncle and aunt, 
Maybelle had been absent from 
work on an. average of one day a 
week since just before Christmas. 
This was confirmed at the plant. 
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Then it was learned that on the 
day before the slaying she had been 
similarly absent from work and had 
spent the day in the home of a wo- 
man in Roxbury Street, Roxbury. 
But where—the probers naturally 
asked—had she been on most of her 
other workless days? 

Meanwhile, Medical: Examiner 
Leary, veteran of murder and path- 
ology and reconstruction, said the 
slayer was a man taller than May- 
belle, who was a tall girl. According 
to Leary, the killer was a man of 
average strength and was a man 
whom she knew and who, if he was 
not favored by her, he certainly was 
not feared or distrusted. 

All circumstances indicated, Dr. 
Leary said, that she had not been 
attacked on the path but had volun- 
tarily accompanied some person a 
few yards into the fog-shrouded 
field, away from the path—and there 
had suddenly been seized and her 
attempts to scream choked off. 

The investigators considered it 
very strange and very significant 
that the man, or youth, who was to 
have taken Maybelle to the Bobby 
Burns dance at Mechanics hall on 
the murder night did not come for- 
ward. In the light of her activities 
of the past months, it was unthink- 
able that Maybelle should have 
planned to attend a function with- 
out a boy friend. Also, she had used 
the pronoun “we” when speaking 
over the phone regarding the dance 
that night. 

Florence said Maybelle had not 
mentioned her prospective escort. In 
delving into her private letters and 
papers, detectives discovered that 
her escorts and her acquaintances 
were many and varied. There were 
countless letters from admirers, and 
soon almost all the young and able- 
bodied Nova Scotians living in Bos- 
ton, and the habitues of an outdoor 
spot in Boston’s South End bearing 
the intriguing tag “Scotch Corner”, 
became potential suspects. 

* * * 


HERE was one young man, living 
in the South End, who thus fell 
under suspicion—not when he was 
first questioned, but soon afterward. 


Quite willingly this lad—call him 
Frank, which is not his real name— 
had surrendered letters written to 
him by Maybelle, and the officers 
were quite startled to discover that 
Maybelle was addressing him in 
warm words, indeed, even before 
breaking her reputed engagement to 
the Roxbury swain. 


“My dear Honey,” began one let- 
ter to Frank, under date of Decem- 
ber 5, 1926. And a passage in the 
letter read: 

“We have loads of snow here, and 
it’s cold. I am darn near frozen. If 
we were only living in some cozy 
little flat, just you and I, oh, babe, 
we wouldn’t mind the zero weather.” 


Frank apparently had a straight 
story, and he even furnished a pos- 
sible lead. He accounted for his time 
on the murder date, and he had sup- 
porters for the alibi. Then he said 
that he had stayed all night at May- 
belle’s home on an occasion not long 
before the murder date, because she 
had told him she was “in mortal 
fear” of an elderly admirer. 

Some time after this story, when 
investigators went back to Frank, 
he finally broke down under ques- 
tioning of Captain Ainslee C. Arm- 
strong, chief of the Bureau of Crimi- 
nal Investigation. He had made up 
the story, the youth said, because he 
feared unwarranted conclusions 
would be drawn from his staying 
overnight at Maybelle’s house, al- 
though her aunt and uncle had been 
there also. 

Never then, nor later, were police 
able to break down Frank’s alibi, 
although more than one officer 
privately stated that his story was 
not believed. 

Briefly, in March of 1933, the 
probe was reopened when Deputy 
Superintendent John M. Anderson 
assigned his chief aide, Lieutenant 
Stephen J. Gillis, to question two 
persons in Greater Boston. Nothing 
came of the flare-up. 

Then in January of 1934, came a 
report from Barrington, Nova Sco- 
tia, that a twenty-nine-year-old 
man living there, but a resident of 
Boston at the time of the Matheson 


PITIFUL CORPSE — When the blue cloth coat 


was lifted, the officers saw 


body of a young girl 


who, in life, had been a raving, desirable beauty! 
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slaying, had assaulted his wife af- 
ter she accused him of being the 
Matheson murderer. 


Police Captain Stephen J. Flaher- 
ty of the B. C. I. and Inspector 
Robert C. McGeogh hastened from 
Boston to Nova Scotia, and were ac- 
companied by Boston newspaper re- 
porters, to look into all this. 


They were met with fiut denials 
by the man himself and by his wife 
that their quarrel, during which he 
had assaulted her with a knife, grew 
out of the Matheson case. Both had 
been working in West Roxbury at 
the time of the slaying, the wife 
even in the same mill with Maybelle 
—although she claimed that she did 
not know Maybelle—and the hus- 
band in a factory on Baker Street, 
itself, his way home leading past 
the fatal field. 

Sometimes, you know, in the heat 
of a quarrel, wives will hurl some 
sudden charges—or do you know? 
Perhaps it was merely this hus- 
band’s proximity to the murder spot 
which caused the wife’s charge of 
murder—if she did hurl it. 

However that may be, Captain 
Flaherty, one of the most astute de- 
tectives in the East, was forced to 
come back from Nova Scotia empty- 
handed, although one other strange 
spectre of death had crossed his path 
in the icy “Down East.” Learning 
that Boston officers were in town in 
connection with the murder investi- 
gation, forty-four-year-old John 
Wilson hanged himself at Barring- 
ton, Nova Scotia. 


He had been a Gloucester fisher- 
man at the time of the murder but 
he had no connection with it, yet the 
fear that he would be questioned, 
though unfounded, had preyed on 
his mind. After Captain Flaherty 
returned to Boston, he was quoted 
as saying, enigmatically: 

“If this murder is ever solved, 
it will be solved in Nova Scotia.” 

A short time later, the detective, 
now in retirement, was genial as 
ever, but non-commital. 

The slayer has been equally non- 
commital, but geniality, unquestion- 
ably, plays little part in his makeup. 
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COLD KISS 
— Mrs. Fanti no- 
ticed that her hus- 
band had become 
cold and distant | 


By L. J. MIDDLEMAN 


since the N HE last glittering ornament vicinity,” declared Cush. “It's cer- 
came to their | hung on the green tree in the tain that he couldn’t have walked 
house. And as for | front window. Louis Shapiro far with a critical wound like that. 
the guest, she paused to watch the feathery I’m surprised he was able to get in 
managed to break snowflakes falling outside his sta- here under his own power. You’re 
in time hus- | tionery store early that December sure nothing happened in this store, 
bend tr VESE evening. Christmas was only three Shapiro?” 


weeks off, and there were cartons “Absolutely,” vowed the proprie- 


were together. 


of toys still to be unpacked. The 
busy proprietor started for the rear 
of his store at 8904 Third Avenue, 
in the Bay Ridge section of Brook- 
lyn, N. Y. 

Hearing the front door open, Sha- 
piro turned .to wait on what he 
presumed to be a customer.. His 
eyes widened with amazement. Fac- 
ing him across the counter stood a 
short, stocky man with reddish, 
wavy hair, clad in a Chesterfield and 
a black fedora. Blood streamed down 
his face, oozing from a bullet wound 
in his forehead. 

The stranger opened his mouth 
to speak, but before the words came, 
he collapsed and sank to the floor, 
unconscious. 

Shapiro grabbed the phone be- 
hind the counter and called the 
Fort Hamilton station of the New 
York City Police Department. 

“Hurry, for Gods sake!” the prop- 
rietor begged. “This man is bleed- 
ing to death!” 

Minutes later, as the clock on a 
nearby church steeple pointed to 
six-forty, p.m., two sirens howled in 
a weird chorus, announcing the ar- 
rival of a squad car, followed closely 
by an ambulance from Kings Coun- 
ty Hospital. 

Detectives Edward Nolan and 
John Cush hurried into the store 
with the ambulance surgeon. As the 
sleuths questioned Shapiro, the doc- 
tor bent over the prostrate body. 

“He's still alive,” the surgeon said 
shortly. “but the bullet's in a bad 
spot, probably pressing on his brain. 
We'll have to get him to the hos- 
pital and operate immediately. He 
has a fighting chance to live.” 

As the body was removed to the 
ambulance, Detective Nolan guickly 
went through the victim's pockets 
and found an identification card. 
From this, he learned the man was 
Mariano Fanti of 18 Colonial Road 
and that his business address was 
the Fanti Exporting Company, 573 
Sackett Street. 

The ambulance rolled away, siren 
shrilling, and the detectives turned 
to question Shapiro further. 

“Did you hear any shots?” asked 
Nolan. 

“No,” replied the stationer. “This 
man just walked in here. He started 
to tell me something and then drop- 
ped to the floor.” 

“He was shot somewhere in the 


tor, “but if you don’t believe me, 
take a look around.” 

This the detectives did, but they 
found nothing in the store to indi- 
cate that the shooting had taken 
place there. 

“Well,” said Nolan at length, “our 
best bet is to go outside and make 
a careful search of the neighbor- 
hood. It'll be like shooting for a 
needle in a haystack, but it’s our 
only course.” 

“Tf that man pulls through,” 
pointed out Cush, “he'll probably be’ 
able to name the guy who did it 
when he recovers consciousness.” 

“He may,” agreed Nolan, “unless 
he was ambushed.” 

Cush pondered this perplexing 
angle as he and his companion left 
the store. For the next twenty min- 
utes, they scoured the immediate 
vicinity, searching other stores thor- 
oughly and visiting the apartments 
on the second and third floors above. 

Finally, at the end of the block, 
Nolan saw an expensive black se- 
dan standing at the curb arid called 
his companion's attention to it. To- 
gether they walked over and tried 
the doors. They were locked. Peer- 
ing through the windows, Nolan saw 
something which made his heart 
leap. 

“Cush!” he exclaimed. “Look at 
what's in the front seat! The body 
of a woman!” 

Nolan guickly withdrew from his 
pocket an instrument favored by 
car thieves—a beer can opener—and 
pried open the right front door. 

Slumped down on the seat lay 
the body of a beautiful, voluptuous 
blonde in her early thirties. Her 
black seal-skin had been thrown 
back, and blood streams smeared the 
smart, tailored suit. 

She was dead. 

Ee ah 

HIS is where it happened,” said 

Nolan. “Fanti and this woman 
were shot by the same person.” 

Searching the woman’s effects, 
they found a driver’s license in her 
bag made out to Mrs. Bertha Pem- 
berton Nolan of 78 Eighth Avenue. 
The description matched that of the 
woman in the car. 

“Wonder if Fanti has a wife?” 
conjectured Cush. “This looks like 
a clandestine rendezvous, and that 
may provide the motive. These two 
could have been shot by Fanti’s 


This story of illicit love and murder took place in NEW YORK CITY. 


35 


wife or Mrs. Nolan's husband. 

“Yes,” agreed Detective Nolan 
(no relative of the dead woman), 
“or the killer might have been an- 
other man or woman who was jeal- 
ous. These crimes of passion some- 
times have strange angles.” 

Completing their search of the 
car, the detectives found two im- 
portant clues—a flattened .38 cali- 
ber bullet imbedded in the floor un- 
der the dashboard, and in the back 
seat, a .38 caliber revolver. Two 
cartridges in it were empty. 

Nolan, carefully wrapping the gun 
in a handkerchief to avoid smudging 
possible prints, observed, “It seems 
strange that the killer would leave 
the weapon behind—presuming of 
course, that this was the murder 
gun.” 

“The bullet obviously was the one 
that killed Mrs. Nolan,” pointed out 
Cush, “and it’s the same caliber as 
the gun. I think we're safe in that 
assumption.” 

Cush went to call an ambulance 
and notify the station while Nolan 
stood guard over the body. The am- 
bulance arrived shortly, and the de- 
tectives followed it back to the hos- 
pital, where the wounded exporter, 
Fanti, had been taken. 

In the hospital morgue, Nolan 
asked the assistant medical exam- 
iner to look for evidence of crimi- 
nal assault when he performed the 
autopsy on the slain woman. 

Upstairs in the emergency ward, 
the detectives visited the bedside of 
the still unconscious Fanti. He had 
survived an operation, during which 
Dr. Floyd H. Bragdon had removed 
an inch and a half of frontal bone 
in an attempt to extract the bullet. 
He succeeded in getting out only 
half of the slug, however, because 
further probing would have been 
fatal. The sleuths examined the half 
of the bullet which had been ex- 
tracted and saw that it was of .38 
caliber. 

“We'll have the ballistics divi- 
sion compare the slugs with the gun 
we found in the car, and we'll have 
the weapon dusted for fingerprints,” 
Nolan told Cush. “Then we'll know 
where we stand.” 

“I’ve already phoned in the serial 
number of the gun to headquarters,” 
Cush reminded him. “If there was 
a permit issued for it, we'll get a 
hot lead through the owner.” 

Their next move, the detectives 
agreed was to question the relatives 
of the slain woman and the wounded 
man. Asking the hospital superin- 
tendent to notify them at once if 
Fanti regained consciousness, Nolan 
and Cush went out to their squad 
car. They had very important work 
ahead. 

The officers drove first to the home 
of Mrs. Nolan, a two-and-a-half 
room apartment. There, they found 
a blonde young girl in her teens 
who identified herself as the victim’s 
daughter, Barbara. Weeping, she al- 
ready had been notified of the tra- 
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gedy. Her father, a waterfront time- 
keeper, had died four years ago. 
She had one sister, Ruth, two years 
her junior, who had gone to get 
their mother’s brother. - 

Bravely drying her tears, Barbara 
answered the detectives’ questions. 

“Mother was Mr. Fanti's secre- 
tary,” she said. “She had known him 
ever since I can remember. I don't 
know how they met. I always un- 
derstood that it was over Mr. Fanti 
that mother and father separated 
four years before Father died. Af- 
ter the separation, Mr. Fanti finan- 
ced mother in a millinery shop, but 
that didn't pay, so she became his 
secretary.” 

“Did Fanti come here to visit 
your mother often?” asked Nolan. 

“About four or five times a week. 
Last summer, when the Fanti family 
took a bungalow in Far Rockaway, 
mother rented a cottage a block 
away.” 

“Then the relationship between 
your mother and Fanti was no secret 
to his wife?” 

“Oh, no, Mrs. Fanti 
about it.” 

“Miss Nolan,” Cush interrupted, 
“did your mother have any other 
men friends with whom she went 
out?” 

The girl thought a moment, then 
replied, “Yes. Peter Briggs and Bob 
Harlow. Briggs lives over on Fort 
Hamilton Parkway. He’s an invest- 
ment broker. Harlow is an insur- 
ance salesman, and he has an apart- 
ment on Shore Road. They’re both 
bachelors.” 

Cush wrote down the addresses 
the girl gave him. 

“One more thing,” asked Nolan. 
“When did you last see your 
mother?” 

“About five o'clock this afternoon. 
She was here with Fanti. They were 
having a discussion before they 
left.” 

“Did you hear what it was about?” 

“Yes, something about four thou- 
sand dollars that Mr. Fanti was go- 
ing to give the company. Apparent- 
ly, they were going down to the 
office when they left here, for that 
purpose.” 

“Your mother had only a few 
small bills in her purse when we 
found her,” said Nolan. “Fanti had 
less than a hundred dollars. That's 
why we didn't think the motive was 
robbery.” 

Thanking the girl for her informa- 
tion, the detectives returned to their 
car and debated their next move. 

“I think,” said Nolan, “that we'd 
better guestion Briggs and Harlow, 
the victim's other men friends, be- 
fore they have a chance to get away. 
If they hear about the tragedy, 
they're liable to leave town—even if 
they’re completely innocent.” 

* * * 


knew all 


RIVING first to Harlow’s apart- 
ment on Shore Road, which was 
nearest, they found the dapper in- 
surance salesman entertaining a 


striking brunette. He wore a dress- 
ing gown and was mixing a shaker 
of cocktails. 

The girl’s lipstick was smudged, 
and her sheer dress was wrinkled. 
The radio was going full blast, beat- 
ing out boogie-woogie music. 

Harlow, a pained expression on 
his face, said the detectives were 
first to tell him of Mrs. Nolan’s 
death. Asked to account for his ac- 
tivities that afternoon and evening, 
he “A wryly and winked at the 
girl. 

“Tve been right here all the time, 
brother,” he smirked. “And buh- 
lieve me, I’ve been plenty busy!” 
'The girl blushed crimson. 

Convinced Harlow's alibi was 
sound, the sleuths returned to their 
car and drove to the Fort Hamilton 
Parkway apartment of Briggs, the 
broker. 

'They found him sick in bed with 
a severe case of flu. A nurse was in. 
attendance, and the doctor was there 
on a routine visit. In a few moments, 
the detectives were certain that 
Briggs could not possibly have been 
at the scene of the crime. 

Discouraged by this new. lead 
which had led into a blind alley, 
the detectives again went out to 
their car. 

“We ought to have some report by 
now,” said Nolan. “Enough time has 
passed for the fingerprint and bal- 
listics men to arrive at some con- 
clusions. Also, we ought to know if 
the gun had been registered and 
what the autopsy showed.” | 

The sleuths drove to a nearby 
police box and, through a series of 
calls, obtained all the reports they 
sought. 

There was no question, the bal- 
listics expert said, but that the bul- 
lets which had struck Mrs, Nolan 
and Fanti had been fired by the gun 
found in the car. But the gun bore 
not a single fingerprint—and further, 
a permit for it had been issued in 
New York to Fanti! 

Who had shot Fanti—and Mrs. 
Nolan—with his own gun? Had she 
shot him and then turned it on her- 
self? Or had he shot her in a sui- 
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and once she called me on the tele- 
phone and defied me to make him 
PT 2 “a Sat, I decided to h 
4 5 z “Two years ago, I decided to have 
BRAWL — The two 4 = a showdown. I went to the apartment 
women went at it, with Mariano rented for Mrs. Nolan, and 
both fists. But neither of i z 4 I found my husband there. ‘You 
them expected a murder! , leave my husband alone! I need 
him,’ I told her. She said, “What's 
the matter, do you want him all 
for yourself?’ and I replied, ‘I want 
x him for my children. I didn't know 
GUEST — mrs. Fanti > É I married him to share him with 
welcomed her husband's $ päh a 7 i others!’ ” A 
ie an S ; , Here Mrs. Fanti broke into sobs. 
grlend ato her home, Comforting her, Detective Nolan 
never .sUspecting hier persuaded her to continue her dra- 
matic story. 
“We had our last big argument 
(Continued on page 49) 


cide pact and then failed to kill him- 
self? Who had wiped the gun clean 
of prints? 

These questions throbbed in the 
minds of the detectives. 

“We must question Mrs. Fanti,” 
declared Nolan. “Perhaps she can 
clear up this mystery.” 

Getting into their car, the sleuths 
drove to the Fanti home on Colonial 
Road, a large, rambling English- 
style residence. 

Mrs. Fanti met them at the door. 
Red-eyed from weeping, she had 
just returned from the hospital 
where she had visited the still-un- 
conscious exporter. Sadly, she sub- 
mitted to the, sleuths’ questioning in 
the high-ceilinged, heavy-beamed 
living room. 

“My husband first introduced 
Mrs. Nolan to me about eight years 
ago,” she began in a low voice. “He 
said she was Miss Pemberton, a 
nurse, from Bay Ridge Hospital. It 
was in his office, and I walked in on 
them by surprise. I didn’t suspect 
anything then. I trusted Mariano. 

“A few weeks later, though, when 
two of our four children were ill, 
Miss Pemberton—Mrs. Nolan—came 
to the house. She said she was pass- 
ing by and dropped in to say hello. 
She offered to stay and take care of 
the children. I let her. She remained 
in my home for thirty days. I 
watched her with my husband, and 
it was then that I knew what was 
going on between them. 

“Please continue, Mrs. Fanti,” No- 
lan urged. 

“T’ll never forget the first time I 
visad as husband cad t THERE IS NO BOTTOM TO THE DEPTHS TO WHICH AN 
found Mrs. Nolan sitting on his lap. 
He explained that she was his sec- 
retary and was trying to get some- 
thing out of his eye. I told him I ILLICIT LOVE CAN DRAG A MAN... NO LIMIT TO THE 
didn't believe it, and she flared up. 

“Send your wife home!’ she de- 
manded. I started pulling her hair. 
My husband had to separate us.” 

“Was that the only fight you had TRAGEDY IT CAN BRING ... NO END TO THE SHAME 
with her?” asked Nolan. 

“Tt was the only time I pulled her 
hair. But we had many verbal 


lashes. I tried ti t - 
Saade oy Husband to Achar de nes AND THE SUFFERING — NO END BUT THAT OF DEATH! 
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was very gel 
to his beauti 
blonde office wife. 


AIN was in the air. A raw, 

March wind blew in from 

Niagara river, forerunner of 

the storm in the offing. My- 
riad neons cast a ruddy haze against 
the dark sky. Spasmodically the 
whirring wheels of automobiles cut 
the silence. It was the night of 
March 10, 1939. 

Joe's Grill at West Ferry and 
Barton streets was doing a land- 
office business. Men, chilled by the 
raw wind, stepped in for a “short” 
one and a “tall” one. Patrons lined 
the bar and sat at the tables across 
the room. A general hum of con- 
versation dominated the tavern. Ina 
far corner, three men played euchre. 
The waiter, idle for the moment, 
drifted toward their table and leaned 
over the back of a vacant chair. 

“Play the queen of trunips,” he 
kibitzed. The other two glared at 
him. 

“Mind your own business!” 
snarled one of them, an ordinary- 
appearing individual with gray 
eyes. 

“Order three, Danny,” said the 
man to the waiter’s right, in an ef- 
fort to avoid a brawl. The waiter 
picked up the empty glasses and 
withdrew to the bar. 

“How are you getting along with 
your boss, Jack?” queried the mild- 
mannered man who ordered the 
drinks, 

“He’s pretty tough to get along 
with,” replied the man, addressed 
as Jack. “But he hasn’t heard the 
last of it.” 

“Why? What's the matter?” 

“The louse tied the can to me,” 
snarled Jack. “I’m not through with 
him yet!” 

Jack played the last card of a 
jambone and turned toward the bar. 
“Hurry up with them beers,” he 
shouted. “I gotta git goin’. I have to 


HE SANG A 


fix the fires for the old lady before 
I turn in.” He faced his companions 
at the table. “Kinda cold for March, 
ain’t it?” he said to them. 

“You know Buffalo, Jack,” re- 
turned his interrogator. “It never 
gets warm here until July.” 

Danny, the waiter, returned with 
the beer and placed it on the table. 
Jack picked up his schooner, blew 
the foam off and gulped the amber 
fluid. He placed the glass on the 
table, none too gently and arose. 

“So long fellas,” he said. “See you 
tomorrow.” 

A gust of wind swirled into the 
taproom as he opened the door, 
Fastening his jumper, Jack walked 
out and headed east in West Ferry. 
It was about one-thirty a.m., March 
11th. The wind rose in velocity, scat- 
tering paper and rubbish along the 
streets. 


M e 

ACK walked along West Ferry 

until he came to Plymouth ave- 
nue. With a glance in both direc- 
tions, he turned into the avenue 
and walked until he was abreast of 
635. Here, he stopped once more, 
looked about him and crossed the 
street. After another cursory glance 
he sneaked into the alley behind the 
house. 

He cast furtive glances about him. 
In the rear, he saw two refuse cans. 
He reached his hand into one of 
them and took some waste paper 
from it. He returned to the rear 
of the house. Here, he opened the 
milk box to the right of the rear 
door, stuffed the waste paper into 
it and vouched it off with a lighted 
match. = 

The man watched the flames take 
hold, then stuffed more paper into 
the opening. Wind fanned the flame. 
It flared higher, to lick at the wood- 
work above. An evil grin on his 


By JONATHAN DOUGLAS 


These savage arson murders took place in BUFFALO, NEW YORK. 
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HARD LUCK SET UP HEADOUARTERS IN THE CLARK HOME . FIRST 
E i Ri al IT WAS VISITED BY POVERTY... THEN 


DEATH PAID A CALL seat AND SOON AFTER-ARSON AND MURDER KNOCKED AT THE CLARKS' FRONT DOOR! 


fm ar EH A 


and they were extremely exhausted. 
The girl's even breathing became 
stifled, labored. She awoke, sat up 
in her bed. Her shrill scream pierced 
the stillness of the night as she saw 
flames and smoke pouring in 
throygh the open door. Paralyzed 
with fear, the little girl did not 
move for a moment. Then she stum- 
bled out of bed. It was hard for 
her to see, the smoke was so dense. 
She groped her way toward the 
windows, gasping for breath. She 
fell over a chair and crawled pain- 
fully along the floor. Finally, she 
reached the windows. She felt with 
her tiny hand for the sill, then 
pulled herself to her feet. She re- 
leased the catch and tried to open 
one of them. But the sash was stuck 
fast. The little girl struggled des- 
perately, tears streaming down her 
cheeks. Her efforts became weak, 
she was exhausted. Her little body 
slumped to the floor. The black 
smoke overcame her; carbon mon- 
oxide had claimed its victim. Her 
brother, dreaming of the kite he had 
made, never had a chance to save 
himself. He died in his sleep. 


In another part of the house, an 
elderly man was awakened by the 
smell of smoke. He was the little 
girl’s grandfather. He put on his 
trousers and hastened to another 
bedroom. Here, he awakened two 
sleeping boys and hurried them 
downstairs. The whole house was 
filled with smoke. The two boys 

sadla f clasping hands ran into the living 
FIREBUG — in the middle of 4 room on the ground floor. Confused 
by the dense smoke, they could not 
find the doorway. 

“Lie down on the floor,” whis- 
pered one of them. They got down 
on their knees and began crawling 
along the floor. 

The grandfather, also confused by 
the billowing smoke, vainly groped 
for the door to the outside. 


the night, the mad arsonist struck 
again! Panicky residents of the 
flaming building tried to run! 


HEROES Firemen worked he- 


roically, rescuing those who were 


overcome by flames. With each 3 a A / NA Patrolmen Fred J. Beuche and 

outbreak, the mystery deepened! d 3 A John F. Tousley were cruising in a 

y j ; radio car on Albany Street. They 

saw the flames leaping through the 
{Continued on page 45) 


face; eyes strangely alight, the man 


stepped back into the street. He re- 
traced his steps, on his way home. AN UNLUCKY STAR HAD RISEN IN THE UNHAPPY 
Now the wind was a half gale, 
dispelling the storm clouds before 
it. The river below foamed like a 5 
cauldron. The flames burned MAN'S HEAVEN... AND TRY AS HE MIGHT HE 
through the roof, sweeping dense 
smoke before them. Billows of black 
A 3 
smoke gomed up; 10 flatten out pe COULD NOT SHAKE OFF ITS EVIL INFLUENCE . . . HIS 
Inside the house, the draft from 
tħe open milk box sent death-deal- 
ing clouds of smoke and flame to the 
upstairs bedroom. In one of them, a TEARS FOR HIS DEPARTED WIFE WERE NOT EVEN 
boy and a girl were soundly asleep. - 
The little girl had had a very busy 
day. She had washed her dolly’s i 
aan mal peaga INGE o E DRY WHEN TRAGEDY STRUCK AGAIN— AND AGAIN! 
things a bath. Her brother was oc- 
cupied all day building a kite. They 
had played hard, these youngsters, s 
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TERROR 


— “What are we 
going to do about 
this?”  Magee's 
wife gasped, 
clutching the sin- 
ister, bold letter. 


(Specially posed by 
professional model) 


ON HIS HANDS! 


By CLYDE CUMMINGS 


HILE the attention of the 
world was still focused on 
the frantic search that had 
centered around the Sour- 
land Mountain home of Colonel 
Charles A. Lindbergh, and parents 
everywhere were guarding their 
children closely to avert a similar 
tragedy, the inhabitants of five 
counties in central Pennsylvania 
were rudely shocked by the discov- 


ery that a desperate extortion gang 
was apparently operating in their 
midst. 

Disquieting rumors had been 
afloat for some time. Women in 
Beavertown, Selinsgrove, Sunbury 
and Nanticoke had received threat- 
ening letters, demanding money. Al- 
though the postmarks indicated that 
the letters had been mailed from 
widely separated localities, compar- 


BLOOD MONEY STAINS A KILLER'S HANDS — AND 


THAT STAIN CAN NEVER BE WASHED OUT... 


SOONER OR LATER, IT WILL TURN AND BETRAY HIM! 
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ison revealed that they all came 
from the same source. Beyond that, 
the police were seemingly unable 
to get a lead. 

On April 14, 1932, Harry Magee, 
a wealthy young carpet manufac- 
turer of Bloomsberg — a pleasant 
town in the Susquehanna River val- 
ley, midway between Wilkes Barre 
and Sunbury—was sitting at break- 
fast with his attractive wife and 
his schoolgirl daughter, Joanne. 

The usual pleasantries between 
the family were exchanged, and Mr. 
Magee looked carelessly over a pile 
of letters which had come in the 
morning mail. One, with the ad- 
dress rudely printed on a rough en- 
velope, caught his attention, and he 
paused to read it. 

His face turned pale, and he 
handed the letter to his wife. The 
letter demanded $15,000 in well- 
used currency, and threatened the 
abduction and possible murder of 
his wife and young daughter, un- 
less the money was placed at a spot 
to be mentioned later. 

The letter also cautioned him 
against making its contents public 
or seeking aid from the police. 

But Harry Magee disregarded the 
warning. He hastened to inform 
Sheriff Harry Rabb of Columbia 
County and, upon the latter’s ad- 
vice, the Pennsylvania State Police 
and Federal Postal inspectors were 
called into the case. 

About a week later, on April 
20th, while the police were still 
puzzling over the scarcity of clues, 
the Magee family received a sec- 
ond letter, more threatening than 
the first, to the effect that a des- 
perate gang was ready to pounce 
upon the family unless the money 
was forthcoming. 

Stirred by the pleas of the dis- 
tracted father, Captain William A. 
Clark, in command of Troop B of 
the Pennsylvania State Police, de- 
tailed Sergeant Newman and three 
privates as a permanent guard at 
the residence. 

All the investigators had to work 
on were the two letters, and two 
weeks dragged by without any fur- 
ther word from the extortionist. Be- 
yond definitely linking the case with 
the four previous attempts, which 
were still being looked into with- 
out success, little progress had been 
made. ; 

At last, on May 5th, when even 
those in charge were becoming a 
bit skeptical, a third letter arrived 
at the Magee home, with the fan- 
tastic demand that the $15,000 be 
delivered by airplane, to be dropped 
to the ground at a certain signal. 

Feverishly, the authorities went 
about setting a trap for the gang. 

Friends of Magee were sworn in 
as deputies, and practically the en- 
tire personnel of Troop B was as- 
sembled. An army of at least 150 
men was thus organized. A fleet of 
automobiles was provided to carry 

(Continued on page 44) 
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“Granda” Mae Sanderson went off to Tehachapi Prison 
rather reluctantly, as you can gather from the above 
photo. This sixty-two-year-old woman said she killed hus- 
band, James, because he made her angry. 


Dudley Beatty, twenty-seven, walked into police head- 
quarters at Lansing, Michigan, and confessed that he had 
murdered four-year-old Walter “Peewee” Eaton, but in- 
sisted to police he did not know why he did. 


Chicago police are holding Mrs. Bernice Esposito and 
charging her with slaying her husband, Joseph, because 
he would not stop beating their 14-year-old daughter, 
Josephine (left) for neglecting her accordion practice. 


In Berkeley, California, research assistant Samuel A. Sher 
comforts his attractive wife, Judith who was severely 
wounded by Parviz Daryoush, a rejected suitor. 


Fourteen-year-old baby sitter Jean Sonnen was held in 
Lititz, Pennsylvania, in connection with the tragic death 
of six-year-old Ronald Glen Keller. The little boy died in 
General Hospital from skull and jaw fractures. 


Young Ronald Keller is shown here with his mother in 
happier days. According to the police, Miss Sonnen ad- 
mitted that she struck the boy with a piece of kindling 
wood after he angered her. 


pr 
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Again, a. lovers’ quarrel ended in a tata! shooting. 22- 
year-old nurse, June Ateri of Riverside, Pa., hides her 
head on her attorney's shoulder as she was ordered held 
in $500 bail for the alleged murder of Dr. John Finley. 
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CRIME ON 
HIS HANDS! 


(Continued from page 41) 
the men swiftly to the spot where 
the money was to be dropped from 
the plane. 

In order to coordinate the search, 
four sets of telephones were hastily 
installed in a private laboratory in 
the Magee home. 

One of the telephone lines was 
connected with the forest fire tow- 
ers, from which could be scanned 
much of the region to be covered 
by the plane. Another set was in 
communication with the telephones 
installed along the highways, at 
which men with automobiles were 
to be stationed. Graph maps were 
prepared and supplied to each group 
of searchers. Another copy was in 
the plane. 

On May 9th, Magee received a 
fourth letter carrying instructions 
for another airplane flight along the 
river as an indication that he was 
willing to “play ball.” 

ADE 


N May 17th, the flight was made 
as directed, but nothing hap- 
pened. Then, on June 2nd, the mail 
brought a letter giving instructions 
for a flight the following day, dur- 
ing which the $15,000 were to be 
dropped upon signal from the 
ground. 

The plane sighted a white ban- 
ner flying from a tall tree. In the 
growing dusk, the pilot maneuvered 
into a position over the tree, then 
slowly circled seven times as a sig- 
nal to the posse on the ground that 
the spot where the money was to 
be dropped had been located. 

More determined than ever they 
pressed on, and the following day 
their perseverance was rewarded by 
the discovery of the duffie bag that 
had contained the $15,000, in a 
thicket. The bag was empty. 

But the extortionists had some- 
how slipped through the cordon. 

Captain Clark and the troopers 
were not too discouraged by this 


turn of events. The package of 
money had actually contained only 
forty dollars — two twenty dollar 
bills wrapped around a sheaf of 
papers cut to the size of currency. 

Sure enough, on June 16th, the 
police were notified by the First 
National Bank of Danville that a 
twenty dollar bill bearing the serial 
number of one of the bills in the 
decoy package had been deposited. 

Sergeant Newman was put on the 
trail and learned that it had been 
deposited by a mail carrier who had 
received it from Edward Whalen, 
operator of a gasoline filling station 
near Danville. 

Whalen remembered receiving 
the bill for four gallons of gasoline 
from a man who appeared to be 
about fifty years old, five feet seven 
inches tall, weighing approximately 
150 pounds. He was driving a green 
sedan, 1927 model. 


* * # 


HE next evening, Whalen tele- 

phoned police that one of his 
sons, operating another filling sta- 
tion, had just reported to him that 
the green car had stopped for gas. 

The license number was noted and 
reported to be 1866-H. A check of 
the records of the State Highway 
Department revealed that the li- 
cense had been issued to J. C. Tho- 
man, of Beaver Springs, Snyder 
County. 

The motorist, J. Clarence Tho- 
man, denied ownership of the bill. 
The police then demanded to see his 
hands. Thoman hesitantly stretched 
his arms forward, and the officers 
eagerly examined the hands. They 
were covered with peculiar stains. 

This was the evidence the police 
had been seeking, for the decoy 
package had been impregnated with 
a chemical which discolors the skin. 

Thoman then admitted sending 
the threatening letters and added 
that he alone was guilty. He was 
sentenced to eighteen years’ impris- 
onment and fined $6,000. However, 
on October 23, 1938, he was re- 
leased by a governor’s parole. 


(Continued from page 30) 
turned her soldier-husband in to 
the police. Detectives Elliot and 
Grondeau, assigned to the investi- 
gation, couldn’t believe that Mrs. 
Howard had possessed such a per- 
sonality. 
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PASSION BLAZED 
A TRAIL FOR 
MURDER! 


The medical examiner, however 
remained unswerved by this sus- 
picion. “There isn’t a mark of vio- 
lence on her,” he said, “not so much 
as a bruise. And she’s got a skin 
that would bruise easily. Now, no 
woman is going to let herself be 
threwn into the water without a 


struggle. If she’d been struck hard 
enough to make her lose conscious- 
ness, there would be marks to 
show.” 

Elliot and Grondeau remained 
unconvinced. Howard seemed to be 
in the clear, for they couldn’t place 
him anywhere near New Bedford 
at the time of his wife’s death; nor 
could they find anyone who had seen 
him near the river with his wife. 
Howard had told them he had been 
around the fort most of the day. 

“There’s something fishy about 
the whole thing,” Elliot said. “For 
ene thing, I didn't like Howard's 
pretense of grief. It's fake if I ever 
saw one. Look, doc. We want you 
to perform an autopsy soon as pos- 
sible. My partner and I think How- 
ard is trying to get away with mur- 
der again.” k 

The autopsy revealed one startling 
fact: while there was no poison in 
the body, neither was there any 
water in the lungs. Plainly, then, 
Ida Howard was dead before her 
body touched the water, but dead 
from what? Howard, questioned 
again, could not answer the ques- 
tion. He stuck to his original story. 
Grondeau, motioning to his partner 
to keep Howard occupied, slipped 
out and went to the ex-murderer’s 
quarters and began a methodical 
search. 

Grondeau was almost doomed to 
disappointment until he picked up a 
small, paper-bound book on Jiu- 
Jitsui. With Grondeau, detective 
work was ninety-nine per cent com- 
mon sense. So when he began to 
read and discovered that, while 
many of the pages had been cut out, 
one chapter evidently had been 
thumbed and re-thumbed, read and 
re-read, Grondeau became very in- 
terested. And he became more than 
interested when, in that chapter, he 
read the paragraph: 

“Great care must be used in ex- 

erting too great a pressure at the 

base of the skull. To paralyze 
the pneumo-gastric nerve or in- 
terrupt the function of the caro- 
tid artery will cause the death 
of your adversary. Death has 
been known to result within 

20 seconds.” 

Grondeau was thunderstruck with 
amazement. The whole thing hit him 
at once, every detail of the devilish 
plot—“Good Lord,” he muttered. 
“Murder by Jiu-Jitsu.” 


* * * 


RONDEAU hurried out. Howard 

was immediately placed under 
arrest. His eyes narrowed when 
Grondeau showed him the tell-tale 
book, but he refused to say anything. 
Even when Grondeau taunted him 
in saying he had made a grave er- 
ror in not destroying the book, How- 
ard remained obdurate. 

Later, Howard talked—but he 
stuck to his original story; he had 
not murdered his wife. He detailed 
his movements, growing very 1n- 
dignant when they were brushed 

BEST TRUE FACT “DETECTIVE 


aside by the detectives and branded 
as lies. In the end, Howard's story 
was blasted to smithereens, and only 
then did he admit that he had been 
lying. Finally, he said that he was 
willing to tell the truth. 

Howard said he had sneaked away 
from the fort to keep a date with a 
girl, whom he named. As a gentle- 
man he had preferred to lie rather 
than to involve her in a messy po- 
lice investigation. The girl was lo- 
cated and guestioned. Indignantly, 
she branded Howard's story as a 
falsehood. She had not seen him 
for months, and she never wanted 
to see him again. 

Howard, storming and raging, 
cursed the girl and called her a 
double-crosser who had turned 
against him because he wouldn’t let 
her monopolize his free time. 

“You're in deep enough now, 
friend,” Elliot said to Howard. 
“Now we know you only went back 
to your wife in order to divert sus- 
picion away from yourself when you 
finally murdered her. You pretended 
that everything was hunky-dory, 
but behind her back you were still 
running around with other women. 
Now, let’s have the real story, 
how did you kill your wife?” 


The final blow fell when a doc- 
tor came forward and told the police 
he remembered Howard talking 
with him regarding the effect of 
pressing the vital centers at the 
base of the brain. : 

“He wanted to know,” said the 
doctor, “if it really would cause 
death and leave no trace of vio- 
lence.” 

With its weight of evidence, com- 
plete to the book on Jiu Jitsu, the 
Commonwealth again went to trial 
against Howard, who had had so 
much trouble with his women. And 
when the testimony was in, and the 
summations made and the judge’s 
charge delivered, it took the jury 
fifty-four minutes to find Howard 
guilty of murder. He was sentenced 
to life imprisonment. 

Howard served close to twenty- 
five years in the State prison in 
Charlestown where there were no 
women to bother him. He worked 
in the shoe factory as a stitcher. 
Finally, in November of 1935, he 
was paroled. Back to Tenessee he 
went, and death came to him in a 
tragic manner. He slipped and fell 
down a ravine. It was not much of 
a drop, but for Howard it was fatal. 
He broke his neck. 


i : 
HE SANG A 
HYMN OF HATE 


(Continued from page 40) 
rear roof of the house as they passed 
Plymouth Avenue. 

Tousley, who was driving the 
squad car, stepped on the gas. “I'm 
going to turn in the alarm, Fred,” 
he said. “You try to get in there.” 

Beuche alighted from the moving 
car and rushed up the front steps. 
He pounded on the front door. Get- 
ting no response, he smashed a side 
window in an attempt to gain en- 
trance. But here he was stymied by 
the billowing smoke. 

Meanwhile, firemeh of Truck No. 
4, Niagara Street, arrived on the 
scene. Thomas P. McMahon and Wil- 
liam P. McTigue, donned gas masks 
and entered the blazing structure. 
Two more firemen, Alfred C. Olsen 
and Charles F. Mooney placed lad- 
ders and climbed to the upper win- 
dows which they shattered, while 
their comrades played streams of 
water over the flames. 

The firemen, Olsen and Mooney 
found little Bernette Clark, age 
eight, beside the window where she 
had fallen. Her brother, William 
Clark, age ten, was in his bed. Their 
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grandfather, William B. Clark, Sr., 
seventy-eight, was found uncon- 
scious in a side room. And Jimmy 
Clark, age six was still clutching 
the hand of Jimmy Shannon, age 
eleven, his brother's pal, on the 
floor of the living room. 

The patrolmen on the scene re- 
lieved the firemen of their ghastly 
burdens. Bernette, William III and 
the Shannon boy were taken to 
the home of Eugene J. Coleman, next 
door neighbor. Little Jimmy Clark 
was rushed into the house of City 
Judge Joseph J. Kelly at 152 Al- 
bany street, and the grandfather 
was taken to the home of another 
neighbor, Norman Mitchell. 

It appeared that all five occu- 
pants of the blazing home were 
dead. In the distance the scream 
of a siren sounded. With screaming 
brakes, an ambulance rolled to a 
stop at the curb. Dr. Sebastian: V. 
Villani, who accompanied the Co- 
lumbus Hospital ambulance, rushed 
up the stairs of 633 Plymouth Ave- 
nue. He looked at the fire victims. 
Bernette and William III were dead. 

“Any more of the victims?” he 
asked. 

“This way, doc,” said a police- 
man. Villani entered a bedroom 
where the Shannon boy lay, un- 
conscious. The doctor applied ar- 
tificial respiration and ordered the 
boy removed to the hospital. 

Meanwhile, Junior Captain Au- 
gust H. Fleischauer and Firemen 
Frank Diemer and George W. Jaman 
arrived with an inhalator and went 
to work on Jimmy Clark and his 
grandfather. The victims were re- 
vived and rushed to the hospital. 
The three survivors were badly 


POSED BY REAL 
LIVE ARTISTS MODELS 


@eee 
This is the 
REAL THING 
in Glamour 
girl pictures — 
UNCENSORED 


eooo 

DARINGLY 

DIFFERENT 
IN POSES 

THAT ARE 
THRILLING 
AND EXOTIC 
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ferent sets of 8 poses. 


Irving Klaw «rae pin-ur kino” 


212 East 14th Street, Dept. SG-2, 
New York 3, N Y. 


YOUR NAME AND 
AOORESS OR OTHER 


PAD & HOLDER 
A IN ONE UNIT! 


or any 3 lines 
of wording 

u want to fit apace 346” x 24°, on Rubber- 
Brame fitted in trim, all-enclosing case complete 
with ink pad, always ready for use. Handle lifts atamp 
out for easy use. Smart, flat case slips easily into pocket 
or purse. Perfect for business men, women, school 
children! Make wonderful gifts! Sent C.O.D. for only 
$1 plus postage, or send $1 with order and WE pay 
postage. Satisiaction guaranteed! Agents Wanted! 
Make Big Money! STERN STATIONERY 
COMPANY, Dept.2121N TOPEKA, KANSAS. 


TH EYRE SURER Scones. 


Extonds fo 36 inches. ia 
Lansas. Ideal for Studying 


ad INAS 
ting, etc. Satisfaction nuaranteed or Money Re 95 


funded. Send Check or Maney order to Post- 


CRITERION CO., Dept. B-2 paid 
438 Asvium St., Hartford 3. Conn. 


// ADVERTISING 
MACHINE 


PRINTS & ILLUSTRATES 
soll POST CARDS Hace 


facts FREE- Bend name, address. | business. Get it. ~~ 


, 1920 Sunnyside, Dept.8012 Chicago 40 


OWN A PIECE OF 
THE GOOD EARTH 
AT A PRICE YOU CAN AFFORD! 
Colifornia and Oregon ranch, 
timber, hunting and fishing lands 
at $1.25 to $5 acre full price’ 
Write today (enclose 10c coin) for > 
circulars, photos, outline maps 


Pacific Lands 


Sut 


KE 
E Wat aes Bea eee 
Pertect Veise Studion, Studie y gy Simbel! Malt Bidg., Chicago &. MI. 


DON’T MISS IT! 


TRUE CRIME CASES 


At your favorite newsstand! 


Chronograph Wrist Watch : 


LOWEST MARKET PRICE $7.25 
Sweep Second Hand; Precision 


Workmanship; Rugged Shock- 
resistant case; Radium hands 
and numerals; Leather strap. It 
measures distance, speed of cars, 
planes, horses and other moving 
Objects. It's a time keeper, stop 
watch, telemeter, tachometer. 


Mail your order today. Pay 
postman $7.25 plus 10% Federal 
tax. Total $8.00 plus postage. 
Or send cash (money order or 
check) with your order and save 
postage charge. 

MARDO SALES CO.. peng. 5, 

480 Lexington Ave., N. 


burned and suffered from shock 
and smoke. 

At the Columbus Hospital, the 
grandfather, still in a semi-conscious 
condition, murmured: 

“I can’t recall what happened.” 

Nearby, his grandson, Jimmy, 
kept crying: 

“Is my daddy coming? Is my dad- 
dy coming?” 

It was now three o'clock in the 
morning, March 11, 1939, William 
B. Clark Jr., unaware of the tragedy 
that had taken place at his home, 
took leave of Mrs. Marilda Shannon, 
1539 Niagara Street, a widow and 
mother of little Jimmy Shannon, 
with whom he had been visiting, 
after tucking his children in bed for 
the night. 


* * * 


ILLIAM B. CLARK JR., did not 

hurry home. He drove his de- 
crepit car at a snail’s pace. Things 
were not going so good with him. 
Respected by everyone in his com- 
munity as a hard worker, he op- 
erated three trucks. He did all the 
trucking for the American Legion 
Welfare Department and even had 
a man working for him. 

But three years ago, things went 
“bad.” He was forced to sell two of 
his trucks and discharged the hired 
hand. To add to his burden of wor- 
ries, his wife died. Clark thought 
of putting his five children in a 
private home where they would 
have good care. His father, William 
B. Sr., did not want to break up 
the home. He loved his grandchil- 
dren. They were everything to him. 

“If only I could get a break,” 
mused Clark as he drove toward his 
home. “It seems hard luck has fol- 
lowed me too long.” 

But hard luck again dogged his 
tracks that night. As he turned into 
Plymouth avenue, he saw the fire 
apparatus in front of his home. 

He leaped from his car. “What has 
happened?” he asked frantically. 
“My children! What became of my 
children?” He was hysterical. 

Battalion Chief Puckhaber com- 
forted him. “Take hold of yourself, 
man,” he said. “Your father and 
your children are at the Columbus 
Hospital.” 

Clark ran back to his car and got 
in. He started his motor, swung 
hard on the wheel, straightened it 
out and sped toward the hospital. 
His car did not look particularly 
high-powered but its appearance 
was deceiving. And Clark kept the 
accelerator pressed hard against the 
floor-boards until he reached the 
Columbus Hospital. 

There he learned the full details 
of the tragedy which snuffed out the 
lives of two of his children. Sob- 
bing and near collapse, he embraced 
little Jimmy, his son, who suffered 


* from shock and burns. 


“Someone set my house on fire! 
They killed my children,” he sob- 
bed hysterically. 


Spontaneous combustion was 


written into the Homitide Report 
Book as the cause of the death- 
dealing conflagration. So far as the 
police were concerned the case was 
for the Buffalo Fire Department. 

So at three p.m. on Saturday, 
March 11, Walter Puckhaber, Chief 
of the Fourth Battalion, returned 
to the scene of the fire. He was not 
satisfied with his report of the fire 
because he could not determine the 
cause of it. Puckhaber was deter- 
mined to trace that cause for the 
purpose of future prevention against 
the same cause. 

He traced the source of flames to 
a rear storeroom, but he found no 
wiring or heating fixtures there that 
would have caused the blaze. Dur- 
ing the course of his investigation 
he came to the milk box. The more 
he studied the situation, the more 
convinced he became that the fire 
had its origin here. 

Clark, also, appeared at the scene, 
hoping to reclaim something from 
the burned building. Puckhaber con- 
ferred with Clark; asked him if he 
suspected incendiarism. Clark said 
he did, and the fire chief advised 
him to make his complaint to police. 

At three-fifteen, Clark appeared 
at the West Devevan avenue station 
and told Desk Lieutenant Charles A. 
Murphy of his suspicions. Lieuten- 
ant Murphy assured him steps would 
be taken. 

Mr. Clark’s charges of arson re- 
vealed that on August 21, 1938, an 
attempt was made to burn his truck 
during the night. Murphy checked 
police records and found that Clark’s 
August report resulted in the sta- 
tioning of a patrolman to watch the 
house. 

The patrolman had maintained his 
vigil for a week while Precinct De- 
tectives Charles J. Sheehan, and 
Thomas L. Scanlon investigated re- 
ports that a stranger—suspected as 
a firebug—was seen loitering in the 
neighborhood a few nights before 
the attempt was made to burn the 
truck. 

Nothing materialized, and police 
vigilance relaxed. All was quiet in 
the Clark neighborhood through the 
fall and early winter. Then, on 
February 1, 1939, a fire of mysteri- 
ous origin broke out in the home of 
William Hill at 174 Herkimer Street. 
Bobby Hill, sixteen-year-old school- 
boy, heard noises early in the morn- 
ing, then smelled smoke. He, with 
his big brother Bill, woke their 
father, William, who was asleep in 
the living room. None were injured 
in the fire, which began in the shed 
where Bobby Hill saved rags and 
old newspapers. 

Two other fires in the same neigh- 
borhood were of suspicious origin. 
All started in the early morning 
hours, and Fire Department officials 
could not ascertain their source. 

Although Clark made charges of 
arson, he could not help the Homi- 
cide-Arson squad, under Detective 
Sergeant John Fitzgerald, in their 
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investigation of mysterious fires. 

“I have no enemies that I know 
of,” he said. “I don’t know of any- 
one that should want to burn my 
house. I am in the trucking business, 
but I am satisfied it had nothing to 
do with that because I never had 
any labor trouble. There isn’t enough 
business, to keep me going, let alone 
having trouble with anyone.” > 

The arson sguad had no luck in its 
investigations. There were reports 
that failure of police to solve the 
crime would result in a shakeup of 
police methods of investigating ar- 
sonic crimes. And Detective Ser- 
geant Fitzgerald contended that the 
fire was not “set” by a pyromaniac. 

In the meantime, William B. 
Clark, Sr., the seventy-eight-year- 
old “hero” of the fire, died on the 
next day, March 12th. His son at- 
tended the triple funeral which was 
held from a mortuary at 285 West 
Ferry Street. 


And little Jimmy Shannon was 
having a tough time. His condition 
was critical; he was being fed 
through a tube inserted in his 
throat. Inflammation caused by in- 
haling smoke spread over his lungs. 
His breath came in gasps; most of 
the time he was in a coma. On 
Tuesday, March 14th, at 1:55 a.m., 
death claimed the fourth victim of 
the fire. 

Police still maintained that spon- 
taneous combustion was the cause. 
Not so the Fire Department. Chief 
George E. Walsh and Fireman Leo 
Sheehan of the Fire Prevention Bu- 
reau, plodded on. They questioned 
people in the neighborhood. They 
sought persons who could be sus- 
pected of being fire-bugs. They 
questioned former employees of 
Clark; they talked to his friends 
and any possible enemies. 

On Sunday, they heard a former 
employee had sworn “to get even 
with Clark.” They spent hours trac- 
ing the source of the reported threat, 
learned it was spoken in a saloon. 

Walsh and Sheehan eventually 
found Joe’s Grill and there ques- 
tioned Danny, the waiter. But Dan- 
ny could not help the two firemen. 
He knew of no former employee of 
Clark’s who might have reason to 
hold a grudge. For Danny was at 
the bar when the threat against 
Clark was uttered. 

By their persistent probing, Walsh 
and Sheehan learned of a man 
named John J. Coogan. Jack’s two 
companions of the euchre game 
talked. The firemen secretly investi- 
gated Coogan’s past, his present— 


just as they did in a dozen cases of: 


other suspected persons. 

Satisfied that he had the right man 
spotted, Chief Walsh went to Police 
Headquarters on Tuesday, March 
14th, and reported his findings to 
Detective Sergeant John Fitzger- 
ald, who ordered Coogan picked up. 

* * * 


HE hunt for the fire-bug slayer 
was begun. Members of the homi- 
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cide squad scoured the West side 
for Coogan. Detective Sergeant 
John J. Fitzgerald, accompanied by 
Detectives Frank Nowakowski and 
Fred J. Rambuss called at the Coog- 
an home but did not find him there. 
Not wanting to frighten him away, 
the sleuths did not return till Tues- 
day evening. Mrs. Ada Coogan, 
mother of John, maintained that her 
son was not at home. 

Not satisfied with her explana- 
tions, the detectives decided to 
search the premises and found John 
hiding in a shed. Eyes reddened 
from sleepless days and nights, with 
a four-day growth of beard, he was 
lying on some old rags in one corner 
of the structure. 


He seemed to recognize the men 
as police officers for he asked: 
“What’s this about, the fire?” 

“Yes, Jack,” replied Fitzgerald. 
“You better come with us.” Coogan 
was hustled to police headquarters 
where he was given the lie-detector 
test by Detectives Harold Schmidt 
and Anthony V. Schasre. He was 
then interrogated by Assistant De- 
tective Chief Thomas Meegan, De- 
tective Sergeant Fitzgerald, other 
members of the homicide squad and 
members of the Fire Department. 
Coogan readily admitted setting the 
fire in Plymouth Avenue. His con- 
fession, taken down by a stenogra- 
pher from District Attorney Leo J. 
Hagertys office and which consisted 
of eighteen pages, ran, in part: 

“I don't know why I did it-set 
fire to a house with children in it.” 

“T was in a Barton street cafe 
with friends. I left them about one- 
thirty Saturday morning, went by 
the Clark home and then for some 
reason I can’t explain, turned back 
and went to the rear of the house. 
I found some old newspapers in a 
garbage can, stuffed them in a milk 
box and touched a match to them.” 

At times, as he talked to the 
police officers, Coogan was on the 
verge of tears. 


“It’s wrong if anybody said I had 
a grudge against them. I just set 
the place on fire. Why I didn’t do it 
to one of the hundred other places 
instead of a home where there were 
children, I don’t know.” 

“Did you tell anyone of your ac- 
tions on Saturday morning?” asked 
Meegan. 

“No, I told nobody.” 

“How did you know the Clark 
children died as a result of that 
fire?” A 

“I read Clark’s words in the 
Times,” Coogan continued. “ “Some- 
body set fire to my house! They 
killed my children!’—those words 
drove me mad. I knew then my life 
was destroyed. I wanted to commit 
suicide. I couldn’t sleep. 

“T think of those children every 
minute. I knew them well. I played 
with them, and I bought them candy. 
Oh! why did I do it? 

“T heard the fire engines. I wanted 
to do something. I wanted to go 
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back to the house, but I was scared. 
I wanted to save the children. Get 
the old gentleman out. But I waited. 
It was too late. 

“Then I wanted to see little Ber- 
nette and little Jimmy before they 
were buried. I wanted to see them 
again as I had seen them, in life. 
They were good kids. But the fun- 
eral was held before I knew it.” 

“Did you set the fire at 14 Her- 
kimer street?” questioned Battalion 
Chief Walsh. 

“Yes,” Coogan admitted. “I don’t 
know why, but I must have done it 
like this one.” 


Coogan was taken to a cell and 
placed under double guard. Satis- 
fied that he spoke the truth, Dis- 
trict Attorney Hagerty had the con- 
fession transcribed and demanded 
Coogan be brought to his office. Coo- 
gan requested that the confession be 
read to him, which Hagerty did. 
The prisoner signed the statement 
quite readily. 

Search of police records brought 
to light the fact that Coogan had a 
prison record. He came to Buffalo in 
1918; was a truck driver till October 
7, 1928, when he was convicted of 
grand larceny, second degree in 
connection with a stolen car for 
which he served one year in the Erie 
County Penitentiary. Prior to that, 
Coogan was arrested on January 6, 
1924, and again on May 7, 1925, 
charged with intoxication, and drew 
a fifty-dollar fine on the latter. Feb- 
ruary 24, 1932, saw Coogan again 
in the toils of law, this time, grand 
larceny, first degree for theft of a 
sum of money from a house. This 
was reduced to petit larceny and 
Coogan served 30 days. His three 
arrests after were on charges of in- 
toxication but the charges were dis- 
missed and he was discharged. 

After signing his eighteen-page 
confession, Coogan was examined by 
Doctors Hyman Levine and R. Mont- 
ford Schley, Buffalo psychiatrists, 
in the presence of Meegan, Fitzger- 
ald and John J. Kelly, assistant dis- 
trict attorney. The specialists pro- 
nounced Coogan sane, although 
probably not entirely normal. 

On Friday, March 24th, Coogan 
was arraigned before Judge George 
H. Rowe and formally charged with 
arson and murder in the first degree. 
A grand jury quickly returned an 
indictment against him and on June 
5, 1939, he went on trial before 
Supreme Court Justice William A. 
Gold. 

The prosecutions force was headed 
by District Attorney Hagerty, while 
Coogan, pleading poverty, had as- 
signed to defend him, Wortley B. 
Paul and Edward J. Elseasser. That 
the defense intended to try and 
prove that Coogan was unlawfully 
held, beaten by police and coerced 
under the lie detector, was evident 
when Defense Counsel Wortley tried 
to block the admission of the 
eighteen-page confession as evi- 
dence. 


The prosecution fought this with 
the testimony of Assistant Detective 
Chief Meegan, Detective Sergeant 
Fitzgerald and Assistant District At- 
torney Kelly, all of whom contended 
that the confession was given volun- 
tarily by Coogan. To prove further 
to the jury that Coogan was neither 
beaten nor forced to give the con- 
fession, Hagerty called to the wit- 
ness stand, Beverly Webster, police 
reporter, who interviewed Coogan 
on the night of his arrest. Webster 
testified there were no marks or 
contusions on the prisoner’s body. 
Dr. Hyman Levine substantiated 
this statement. 

When Coogan took the stand in 
his own defense, he maintained that 
he was drunk and not responsible 
for his actions. Over protests of de- 
fense counsel, Hagerty called Max- 
well Wagner and George Ottwell, 
who testified that although Coogan 
drank some beer he was not intoxi- 
cated. Final witnesses for the prose- 
cution, Richard A. Hoen and Leroy 
Scheckengost, maintained that Coo- 
gan was not drunk on the night of 
March 10th. Mr. Hoen was one of 
Coogans’ companions at the card 
game in Joe’s Grill and to whom 
Coogan confided that he was not 
through with Clark yet. 


Unsuccessful in his first attempt 
to discredit the prosecution’s con- 
tention of his guilt, Coogan, under 
cross-examination of his counsel, 
charged that brutal third-degree 
tactics prompted him to sign the 
confession. Dr. Montford Schley, an- 
other prosecution witness, testified 
that Coogan appeared in good physi- 
cal condition and told the doctor that 
the police treated him kindly. 

During summation, District At- 
torney Hagerty charged that the 
prisoner deliberately and with pre- 
meditation walked several blocks 
out of his way to set fire to the home 
of his former employer. The prose- 
cutor demanded death in the elec- 
tric chair as the penalty for the 
crime, Defense counsel Paul made 
a spirited appeal for mercy and 
argued that the confession was 
wrung from his client by third-de- 
gree police tactics. 

The case was given to the jury at 
3:55 on Saturday afternoon, June 
17th, and verdict of guilty was re- 
turned four hours later. Coogan 
smiled as the jurors filed in but his 
face drained of color when he heard 
the verdict. “I’m glad my mother 
isn’t here,” he said as he turned to 
his counsel. 

On Friday, June 23rd, he was ar- 
raigned in Supreme Court and had 
his record taken by Assistant Dis- 
trict Attorney Leonard R. Lipowicz. 

“Have you any cause to show why 
the judgment of this court should 
not now be pronounced upon you?” 

“Nothing, except that I’m inno- 
cent of the crime,” said Coogan. 

“Tve tried to see that you had a 
fair trial,” Justice Gold began, “and 
I brought to the attention of the 
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jury every presumption of inno- 
cence. You have had a fair trial and 
you were ably represented. The 
jury brought in a verdict of guilty 
in the first degree. But having in 
mind the report of the psychiatrist 
and the recommendation of leni- 
ency by the jury, the sentence of 
the court is that you be confined to 
the Attica State Prison for the term 
of your natural life on each of the 
four murder counts. They are to run 
concurrently. 

“On the arson count I sentence 
you to serve not less than forty nor 
more than eighty years, but I sus- 
pend the execution of the sentence.” 
Thus came to its end one of Ameri- 
ca’s most sensational . . . most hor- 
rible arson-murders; a hymn of hate 
that sent four innocent persons to 
their deaths. 


WHEN WIFE AND 
MISTRESS MEET! 


(Continued from page 37) 
out at Rockaway Beach last Sum- 
mer. I was furious because that 
woman followed us even on our va- 
cation. During the argument, she 
swore, ‘If it's the last thing I do, I'll 
break up your home.’ ” 

“Tell me, Mrs. Fanti,” asked the 
detective, “Did you or your husband 
ever consider divorce as a solution 
to your problem?” 

“For many years,” she replied, 
“both Mrs. Nolan and Mariano beg- 
ged me to let him get a divorce. But 
I refused, because of my children. 
Mariano even started an action once. 
I persuaded him to drop it.” 

This was all the information Mrs. 
Fanti could give the detectives, and 
thanking her for her co-operation, 
they departed. 

“We have one more visit to make,” 
Nolan reminded Cush. “Fanti's of- 
fice.” 

* * * 


RIVING to the Sackett Street 

address, the sleuths sought out 
the night watchman and explained 
their mission. The detectives took 
advantage of the fact that he did 
not demand a search warrant. The 
watchman accompanied them into 
the executive offices and pointed out 
the desks of the exporter and his 


secretary. 
Eagerly, Nolan located Fanti's 
personal checkbook and leafed 


through the stubs: The last one, 
dated that day, was made out for 
$4,000, payable to the company. 
“Fanti and Mrs. Nolan came here, 
all right,” said the detective to his 
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companion. 

“Since the transaction was on pa- 
per,” Cush pointed out, “it means 
they didn’t have that amount of 
cash with them, ruling out the pos- 
sibility of robbery once and for all.” 

Nolan was continuing his search 
of Fanti’s.desk. “Just a minute,” he 
said, “what's this?” He showed Cush 
a yellowed newspaper clipping, 
pasted on a sheet of letter paper. 
Above the clipping, pencilled in 
feminine handwriting, “Thought 
this might interest you!” 

The story in the clipping bore 
the headline, WOMAN POISONS 
HUSBAND FOR INSURANCE. 

“I wonder if that’s Mrs. Nolan’s 
handwriting?” asked Cush. 

“We'll soon see,” declared Detec- 
tive Nolan, walking over to the 
secretary’s desk. From a drawer, he 
withdrew a notebook with the slain 
woman’s signature on the cover. He 
compared the writing with that on 
the pasted-up clipping. The speci- 
mens were identical. “No doubt 
about it. But why should Mrs. Nolan 
want to call Fanti’s attention to 
this?” 

Cush shrugged. “Let’s finish our 
search,” 

The desk of the slain secretary re- 
vealed nothing more of any use. 
Chiefly it contained boxes of facial 
tissues, hairpins and other personal 
articles. Fanti’s desk, however, re- 
vealed one more clue that caught 
Nolan’s eye—the professional card 
of a well-known New York psychia- 
trist, with the telephone number 
underscored in heavy pencil. 

It was now nearly midnight, and 
the detectives were compelled to 
call the psychiatrist at his home. 
Quickly, they explained the situation 
and asked if Fanti had consulted 
him and why. 

“He came to me,” the psychiatrist 
replied, “about a week ago and told 
me he had become obsessed with 
the idea that his wife was trying 
fo poison him. He said he couldn’t 
sleep. He was frank, and explained 
his problem fully. I told him the 
only thing to do was to break off 
the relationship with his mistress, 
and that his unwarranted fears of 
his wife would cease. He promised 
to do this.” 

Now the detectives were jubilant. 

ST emn to see the motive,” de- 
clared Cush. “Mrs. Nolan showed 
that clipping to Fanti in an effort 
to persuade him to divorce his wife. 
That must have been some time ago. 
The poison idea preyed on his mind, 
and he couldn't stand it any longer. 

“He had two courses—to divorce 
or get rid of his wife, which he 
could not bring himself to do, or to 
part with Mrs. Nolan. He obviously 
loved both women.” 

“IT see your point,” agreed Nolan. 
“He knew that the only way he 
could sever his relationship with 
either of them was to kill that one. 
Because of the children, he would 
have found it more difficult to slay 
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his wife. That must have been the 
decision to which he was forced—to 
kill Bertha Nolan, his mistress!” 

Cush said, “Perhaps, by this time, 
Fanti has regained consciousness. 
The moment he does, we'll try for 
a confession.” 

Returning to the squad car, the 
detectives raced to Kings County 
Hospital. Anxiously, they inquired 
at the front desk if Fanti had re- 
gained consciousness. 

“He's just coming to his senses 
now,” replied the head nurse. “As- 
sistant District Attorney William E. 
McCarthy is already up there with 
him!” 

* * + 

ASTENING into the elevator and 

up to the emergency ward, the 
detectives reached Fanti's bed. It 
was surrounded by gleaming white 
screens. The Prosecutor McCarthy 
stood beside it. Drawing him aside, 
the sleuths hastily gave him the 
substances of what they had learned 
and suspected. 

“Good!” commented McCarthy. “I 
think he soon will be able to un- 
derstand what's said to him and to 
talk!” 

The handsome exporter’s eye- 
lids fluttered, then opened and 
blinked. He attempted feebly to 
raise his bandaged head. 

“Where am I?” he asked in a 
low voice, licking his dry lips. 

“You're lucky you're alive,” said 
McCarthy. “Mariano Fanti, why did 
you kill Bertha Nolan?” 

What little blood had remained in 
the exporter’s face drained out 
completely, and his cheeks were the 
chalkwhite of death. 

“Kill Bertha?” he repeated slow- 
ly. 

“Yes,” snapped McCarthy, bluff- 
ing, “we found your prints on the 
murder gun. You didn’t succeed in 
wiping them all off!” 

Fanti was silent for a moment and 
closed his eyes again. “All right,” 
he said tonelessly, “TH tell you why 
I did it. She was cheating on me!” 

“What do you mean?” pressed 
the prosecutor. 

“She was running around with 
other fellows. I couldn't stand it. So 
tonight, I drove her out on Shore 
Road. I wanted to kill her, but I 
lost my nerve. 

“We drove over on Third Avenue 
and had some drinks at a bar and 
grill. Then I got back in the car and 
shot her. 

“I intended to kill myself, too. I 
failed. After I had shot myself once, 
I changed my mind. I got panicky 
then and wiped off the gun, thinking 
I might make it look as though she 
had shot me and then herself. But 
I guess it didn't work. 

“You're lying,” declared Mc- 
Carthy. “Mrs. Nolan loved you. It 
wasn't because you suspected her of 
cheating that you killed her, but 
because you wanted to get her out 
of the way!” 

Fanti made no reply. He had 


lapsed into unconsciousness. 
McCarthy’s stenographer, who 
had been sitting on the other side 
of the screen, had recorded the com- 
plete confession. 
McCarthy conferred with the doc- 


tors in charge and learned that Fan- 


ti’s condition was critical and prob- 
ably would remain so for many 
weeks. The prosecutor delayed go- 
ing before the Kings County Grand 
Jury to seek an indictment until it 
was certain the wealthy exporter 


would recover. 
Gay F 


ARLY in February, 1938, Fanti 
was discharged from the hos- 
pital. A marked indentation showed 
on his forehead where the bone had 
been removed and next to his brain, 
he still carried half of the bullet. 
Taken to the office of District 
Attorney William F. X. Geoghan for 
further. questioning,:he appeared to 
be in a daze. When Assistant Dis- 
trict Attorney Bernard Becker 
asked him about Mrs. Nolan’s slay- 
ing, he expressed surprise and de- 
clared that this was the first he had 
heard of it! 

Fanti claimed that he could re- 
member nothing that had happened, 
from shortly before the crime until 
he found himself in the hospital. He 
urged the prosecutor to get in touch 
with the psychiatrist he had visited 
to vouch for his unsettled mental 
condition. 

District Attorney Geoghan, how- 
ever, charged that Fanti’s forget- 
fulness was assumed for the purpose 
of laying the ground for a plea of 
insanity. 

In April, Fanti was indicted on a 
charge of first degree murder, and 
early in May, he was placed on trial 
before Judge Peter J. Brancato and 
a blue ribbon jury in Kings County 
Court. 

On the witness stand, Fanti de- 
nied all knowledge of the shooting 
and testified that he did not re- 
member making a confession. The 
defense counsel did his best to con- 
vince the jury that the exporter 
was insane at the time, and particu- 
larly stressed the testimony of the 
psychiatrist that Fanti had an ob- 
session his wife was trying to poison 
him. 

Pretty little Barbara testified for 
the prosecution, and when she was 
subjected to a gruelling cross-ex- 
amination by the defense, Fanti 
himself ordered his counsel to stop 
in order to spare the slain woman’s 
daughter. 

Assistant District Attorney Sidney 
Gottesman conducted a brilliant 
prosecution. Early on the morning 
of May 18th, after deliberating for 
more than seven hours, the jury re- 
turned a verdict finding Fanti guilty 
of first degree manslaughter. Mrs. 
Fanti sobbed bitterly at the verdict, 
but her husband beamed, apparently 
believing himself lucky. 

Fanti’s smile faded, however, 
ae he was led before J udge Bran- 
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cato on June 9th, and sentenced to 
from ten to twenty years in Sing 
Sing Prison. Because his physical 
condition was poor, he was given a 
stay of sentence. Eight days later, 
he was driven to Grand Central 
Station and handcuffed to a detec- 
tive, placed aboard a train for pri- 
son. 

The wealthy exporter did not yet 
know all that was in store for him. 
He had served five months of his 
term when, a jury in Brooklyn Su- 
preme Court directed Fanti to pay 
$25,000 damages to the dead wo- 
man’s estate. The suit had been 
brought on behalf of her two daugh- 
ters by her brother. 

Mariano Fanti still is paying for 
the slaying of his blonde “office 
wife.” His case should serve as a 
tragic warning to others who flirt 
with a similar fate. 

Editor’s Note—To spare innocent 
persons possible embarrassment, the 
names Peter Briggs and Bob Harlow 
as used here, are not real but ficti- 
tious. 


SCARLET SINS OF 
THE VICE LORDS 
OF PARIS! 


(Continued from page 27) 
be sheltering with an automobile 
mechanic, Dubois, who had a garage 
in Choisy-le-Roi, near Paris. 

So, at daybreak, on April 29th, 
the officer drove out with four 
armed detectives to investigate the 
story. 

In the centre of a lot of waste 
ground stood the two-story garage 
of lath, plaster and tin. The upper 
story with balcony was reached by 
an outside wooden stair. 

The detectives took a good look 
at the premises before they went in. 
There appeared to be no danger, 
but they were taking no chances. In 
the garage was a mechanic working 
on a motorcycle. This was Dubois 
himself. He took one look at the 
grim faces and the revolvers of 
the raiders and called out loudly 
to a boy who was at the far end: 

“Get out—go on with you!” 

The boy ran, but Guichard knew 
that the warning was for someone 
else. 

Dubois sprang back. A revolver 
which he had gotten from some- 
where unknown was in his hand, 
and down went Detective Harlov. 
So agile were the bandit’s move- 
ments that he managed to dodge the 
BEST TRUE FACT DETECTIVE 
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shots fired at him, and to spring 
through a side door, up the stairs 
and into the upper floor. 

The detective outside fired. Guich- 
ard carried Harlov out, and as he 
reached the open air, there was a 
fusillade from above. He glanced 
up, caught a momentary glimpse of 
Bonnot’s distorted face, ablaze with 
fury and hate at a window. Then 
the heavy. wooden shutter was 
drawn shut. 

Through loopholes there came a 
few shots. Detective Augene keeled 
over. Guichard sent a hurry call for 
reinforcements. 

Meanwhile, Bonnot and Dubois 
were snugly fortified in the upper 
story, and they saw to it that none 
could get near enough to get into 
the lower. They kept up a sniping 
fire, and two more detectives were 
severely wounded. 

So effective was the defense that 
it called for stronger measures of 
attack. It was no use trying to rush 
the fort. 

By nine-thirty, Lepine, the Pre- 
fect, had arrived to take charge of 
operations. He had with him two 
companies of the Republican guards, 
a military mounted force used in 
riots, for guard purposes, etc. Two 
hundred police, a body of firemen 
with ladders, while civilians ar- 
rived with shotguns. A force of five 
hundred in all. 

Nothing checked the firing from 
the fort, though the attackers kept 
up a steady rifle fire. The pair with- 
in knew it was a battle to the death. 
They could not escape. 

Chief Inspector Robert pleaded 
with Lepine to let him take some 
men and by creeping along the 
ground find some way to enter the 
garage from below. He was deter- 
mined to avenge Jouin’s death. But 
Lepine refused. It was too danger- 
ous, and enough fatalities had hap- 
pened to the detective force. 

After a conference of the be- 
seigers, a plan was agreed upon. If 
the walls could be blown in, the 
way could be cleared for an at- 
tack. Lieutenant Fontan of the Re- 
publican Guards volunteered for 
the dangerous job of placing the 
dynamite cartridges. 

A peasant, with a hangover of 
tradition of some ancestor’s part in 
medieval seiges, suggested that he 
get his horse and a wagon of hay, 
that he drive it close to the house 
as a shield to Fontan’s operations. 
This offer was accepted. The wagon 
lumbered towards the house. This 
method of attack roused Bonnot and 
Dubois to activity. Bullets hummed, 
but did not prevent the peasant and 
Fontan from reaching the building. 
Fontan set his dynamite and lit the 
fuse. The peasant whipped up his 
horse and retreated. 

There was a momentous pause, 
then nothing. The fuse had gone 
out. Once more, the moving shield 
covered Fontan's approach. He 
stooped, set his cartridge against the 
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door and retired with the wagon, 
unharmed. 

There was a prodigious dull bang. 
The door was blown from its hinges. 

Guichard and Fontan were first 
over the threshold. They were 
amazed to find the body of Dubois; 
stiff and cold. He had died hours 
earlier, and Bonnot alone had held 
the fort, running from one window 
to the other to fire. 

One of the heroes of the French 
army whose name is honored was a 
sergeant who held the Tower of 
Auvergne singlehanded against a 
regiment. He surrendered only when 
his last shot was fired, and as he 
hobbled out, his foes saluted him 
as the bravest of the brave. 

But no such generous tribute was 
to be paid to Bonnot. 

They found him upstairs, peering 
with bloodstained face over a bar- 
rier of mattresses. As they came 
forward, he fired at them, and they 
returned the welcome. He fell back 
with a groan. But even when they 
laid hands on him, he struggled con- 
vulsively. They carried him down 
the outside stairs, but it was only 
a corpse which arrived at the hos- 
pital. 

Bonnot was dead. There still re- 
mained Garnier, Vallet, and some of 
the lesser gangsters at large. 

ERT 


AY õth, two hairy, husky-voiced 
thugs, Benard and Poyer, who 
had been doing jobs for Bonnot, 
were arrested while engaged in 
shooting practice at bottles in a 
canal just outside Paris. The auto- 
matics they were using were two of 
those stolen from the gunshops, and 
Poyer had a kit of burglar tools. 

A bank in Nogent-sur-Marne, a 
town built on a hill above the Marne, 
with many villas used by city peo- 
ple, teported that two men had 
made overtures to them about buy- 
in} some bonds. They had turned 
down the offer, as they suspected 
they might have been stolen. 

Though the two men did not an- 
swer to any description given by 
the police, there was something 
about the business which suggested 
they might be Garnier and Vallet 
in disguise. . 

An intensive search was made. It 
was discovered that the two. were 
living in one of a number of small 
villas. They had a garden and spent 
hours working in it. There was no 
doubt they were the pair wanted, 
though Garnier had grown a mous- 
tache, and Vallet had bleached his 
hair. 

Leading a quiet, domestic life, the 
two had brought from town their 
mistresses. Marie Schoofs or Vuil- 
lemin was Garnier’s; while Vallet’s 
was known only as Dodo. The two 
women were allowed to go out and 
shop, but were not permitted to do 
anything else. They had been heard 
to say they were all but prisoners 
and were sick of the life they were 
leading. 
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To keep themselves in good trim, 
the gangsters had rigged up gym- 
nastic apparatus. It was believed 
they were armed with a regular 
arsenal of weapons. 

On May 14th, Guichard attacked. 
Strategically, he was at a disadvan- 
tage. The villa stood in a lane, on 
one side of which was a high em- 
bankment under a railway viaduct. 
The only approach was by a gate 
in this narrow lane, while the house 
was screened by trees and shrub- 
bery. 

Garnier and Vallet were working 
in the back garden at five p.m. when 
they heard the sound of motorcycles 
—police. They dashed into the house, 
closed the doors and went upstairs. 

Guichard and half a dozen men 
went through the gate. Guichard 
shouted: “Open up—in the name of 
the law!” But all the answer he got 
was a spatter of shots from the up- 
per floor. 

He then called out loudly: “Send 
the women out. I give you five min- 
utes.” 


Guichard went back to the gate ; 


and waited. Suddenly, the door of 
the villa opened, and out came the 
two women running. They had ap- 
parently not asked permission to 
leave, for before they reached the 
gate, a voice.shouted after them— 
“You sold us to the police—” and 
bullets flew like hailstones. In the 
shower, three of Guichard’s men 
were wounded. The women were 
hustled off under escort. 

A wide ring of men was thrown 
about the house. From the nearby 
fort came a battalion of baggy- 
trousered Zouaves with rifles. They 
were posted high up on the via- 
duct where they kept up a sniping 
fire and hurled large stones down 
on the villa roof. Others lay en- 
trenched, protected by the wall of 
the garden, volley firing at intervals. 

Republican guards and police 
watched every possible avenue of 
escape and kept back the curious 
spectators. Lepine himself was in 
command. 

Sagas have been sung and epics 
composed about combats less heroic. 
The two criminals in their fort were 
stout of heart. Their energy was 
incredible. They were now upstairs, 
now down. They must have run 
from back to front. They kept up a 
continuous fire, protected as was af- 
terwards discovered by sandbags 
lining the walls. 

All at once, the bugles blew the 
cease fire order, and Guichard, ad- 
vancing, shouted: “Garnier! Vallet! 
I order you to surrender in the name 
of the law!” 

Two bullets whanged by him. The 
bandits had answered. 

“Resume firing!” 

The bugles sounded shrilly in the 
falling darkness. Now high up on 
the viaduct the Zouaves were 
throwing bombs at the roof. They 
made a lot of noise, but did small 
damage. 


All at once, an amazing thing 
happened. The front door flew open. 
Out stepped Garnier into the gar- 
den. He shouted defiantly and fired. 
There was an answering shot from 
a sharpshooter, and Garnier leapt 
back to the doorway and gained his 
fort once more. 

More bombs burst on the roof and 
did some damage. There was a halt 
in the attack. Not a sound came 
from the house. Had the defenders 
received death wounds? Steel-plated 
shields were served out to six de- 
tectives, and they began to advance 
towards the front door. They soon 
learned the defense was still active. 
Bullets tore through the shields. 
Two of the detectives were wounded 
and picked up by their comrades. 
Lepine advancing rashly got a bul- 
let through his cap. 

A fire company now arrived from 
Paris with searchlights. The search- 
lights were trained on the house. 
It was hoped they would dazzle and 
blind the eyes of the two desperate 
men inside. 

In the darkness, made so intense 
by the contrasting glare of the lights, 
men now began to creep into the 
grounds and set cartridges of dyna- 
mite and melinite against the brick 
walls of the villa. 

Machine guns now covered the 
house front and back, ready to spray 
any figure which showed at a win- 
dow. 

The fuses burned to the end. 
There was an ear-splitting noise as 
the bombs went off and blew a 
breech in the walls of the fort. At 
once, the machine guns began to 
play their devilish anthem of death. 

Police dogs, which were held in 
readiness, whined and tugged. 

The cease fire was sounded. This 
time, there was not a sound from 
the villa. The dogs were unleashed. 
Barking savagely, they bounded in 
through the gaping hole in the 
bricks, followed by the police. 

Groping in the smoke and eddy- 
ing clouds of plaster and dust, they 
came upon the defenders. They lay 
in their own blood, riddled with 
bullets. 

The next to the last chapter of the 
gang had been written in blood. 

Vallet and Garnier would not face 
the guillotine. 

* * * 

REPARATION for trial moves in 

France slowly. but efficiently. It 
was not until February 3, 1913, that 
the survivors of the gang appeared 
in court at the Seine Assizes. 

There were 349 witnesses against 
the eighteen men and three women 
in the docks. The women were Ma- 
dame Maitrejean, Garnier's mis- 


. tress; Marie Schoofs and a red- 


cheeked, giggling woman, Barbe le 
Clech, Carouy’s mistress. 

There were twenty-one sessions 
of the court. Caby, the bank mes- 
senger, now healed of his wounds, 
though he would never be the same 
man again, positively identified 
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Dieudonne as the man who had shot 
him. It was in vain that the prisoner 
pleaded with his accuser to say he 
was mistaken. The assailant had 
been lefthanded, which Dieudonne 
was not. 

The end drew near. The Attorney- 
General Bloch-Lorogue thundered: 

“They have violated all laws. 
They have not engaged in warfare 
with society for an idea, good or 
bad, but merely to practice rob- 
bery. 

On February 27th, the jury re- 
tired. They were out all night. They 
came back in the morning with 
their minds made up. 

The guillotine for Callemin, Mon- 
nier, Soudy and Dieudonne. 

Callemin sprang to his feet. 

“T have nothing to say for my- 
self, but I swear Dieudonne was not 
Caby’s assailant. It was Garnier and 
I. Dieudonne is innocent.” 

Life sentences were awarded to 
Metge and Carouy. Next morning, 
Carouy was beyond mortal punish- 
ment. In his lips was ari old glove 
finger, soaked in cyanide, which he 
had managed in some way to hide 
on his person, though he had been 
stripped and searched. 

Ten years to Deboe the printer, 
five to Crozat Fleury and Kilbat- 
chiche, Poyer, six to his pal, Ben- 
ard. Belonie and Detweiller each 
got four years. Gauzy eighteen 
months. Jourdan who sheltered Cal- 
lemin, and Reinert who did the 
same kindness to Garnier at one 
stage got a year apiece. Rimbault, 
the armorer of the gang, was ad- 
judged insane 


Rodriguez and the three women 


were discharged. 

An agitation in favor of Dieu- 
donne brought results. There seemed 
to be a contradiction somewhere, 
so he was sent to Devil’s island, 
from which after several attempts 
he managed to escape to Brazil. 
His extradition in 1927 was de- 
manded by the French authorities, 
and he was brought back to Paris. 
But he did not land a convict, for 
while he was at sea, a Presidential 
pardon had been given. He walked 
off the gangplank a free man. 

But no such fate was reserved 
for his three companions. At four 
o’clock on the morning of April 21, 
1913, cold and raw, the District At- 
torney entered the death cells in the 
Sante prison. His first visit was to 
Dieudonne to announce he was to 
live. He awakened Callemin. “Be 
brave.” 

“Don’t worry,” said the gangster. 
“Can I have a drink of water?” 

Soudy smiled. Monnier hummed 
a song. 

Sturdy, blackcoated Deibler, offi- 
cial executioner, with his aides gave 
the three their last toilet. He saw 
that their hair was off their necks, 
their shirt collars slit. He placed 
them in the black van for their short 
journey to where the guillotine was 
set up on Boulevard Arago. The sleet 
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was falling on the red-painted up- 
rights of the death machine. 

The van stopped. Deibler opened 
the door. Soudy stepped down. 

“Its cold,” he said. 

Without delay, Deibler was placed 
on the tilting plank which set his 
neck in the path of the mercury 
weighted, razor-edged blade. There 
was a thud. That which had been 
man and was now clay was placed 
in a basket. A sponge was passed 
over the machine. 

Callemin walked forward. He 
smiled and spat contemptuously. 

The knife fell again. Once more 
the sponge did its duty. 

Stepping briskly forward came 
Monnier. He waved his hand with 
a gesture of farewell. They laid him 
down to die. 

The three executions had taken 
less than three minutes. The sur- 
vivors of the Bonnot gang had not 
been kept waiting as they stood to 
pay their debt to society for the 
shocking crimes they had commit- 
ted against it. 


-WHY THE GOOD 


WIFE LEFT HOME! 


(Continued from page 21) 

on the alarm clock on the small 
stand. The glass face was broken; 
slivers of it lay on the rug near the 
stand. The door to the room bore a 
three-cornered break, as though 
some object had been smashed 
against it. 

“Probably the candlestick,” Coop- 
er mused, studying the room with 
half closed eyes. 

Sheriff Greenleaf stirred uneasily. 
“Sure looks as though she left in a 
hurty,” he said. 

“I hate to disagree with you, 
Sheriff,” Cooper said, “but you’re 
wrong. “She didn't leave in a hurry. 


, This room shows evidence of a vio- 


lent struggle.” 
* * kä 

JAREFULLY locking the door be- 

hind them, the two officers went 

to the lower floor. This, too, was 

carefully searched. On the wash- 

stand was a .38 calibre revolver, 
fully loaded. 

“I've had that a long time,” Brew- 
er explained when they showed it 
to him. “Its been on that stand for 
years.” 

Cooper laid the gun aside. “Have 
you any more white stationery?” he 
asked. “The kind on which that note 
was written?” 
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The lobsterman nodded. “Right 
here on the desk,” he said, “where 
she always kept it.” 

The state detective took several 
sheets of paper and a pencil. “I want 
you to copy this suicide note,” he 
told the husband. Write it exactly 
as it is here.” 

Under his direction, Brewer made 
several copies of the note. “You're 
wasting your time,” he said shortly. 
“I didn't kill my wife.” 

“Perhaps not,” Cooper agreed. 
Nevertheless, he put the various 
pieces of paper in his pocket, in- 
tending to have them analyzed. 

Dr. Wilbur F. Turner was se- 
lected for the job. He studied the 
various samples carefully, noting 
the similarity of some of the letters, 
the discrepancies in others. 

Letters written by the dead wo- 
man were also checked—and in these 
were found certain similarities. 

Had Dolda Brewer written the 
suicide note? The experts said no. 

There was one important clue— 
not in the handwriting, not in the 
slant of the letters, but in the ap- 
pearance of the letter itself, which 
any amateur, given sufficient sam- 
ples for comparison and a reason- 
able amount of observatory powers. 
could have found. 

It not only proved that Dolda 
Brewer had been murdered—but 
named her killer as well. The re- 
port which Dr. Turner wired back 
to the investigators on the case elec- 
trified them into instant action. 

But storm clouds were gathering. 
There was still much to be done; 
witnesses to be questioned, reports 
to be checked. All this took time. 

In the two weeks that followed 
their receipt of Dr. Turner’s report, 
Cooper and Greenleaf interviewed 
scores of persons and obtained depo- 
sitions filling one hundred and twen- 
ty-nine typewritten pages. The ma- 
jority of the townsfolk resented this 
investigation. They did not like the 
“prying into their affairs.” 

Governor Louis J. Brann sent his 
personal investigator, Detective 
Charles E. Leeman, to Boothbay 
Harbor. And to him, Joe Ward, a 
kelp gatherer, revealed that he had 
heard screams come from the Brewer 
home at two p.m. on the afternoon 
of the murder. This failed to check 
with Brewer’s story of the screams 
he had heard at night which had 
been put down to yowling cats. 

To verify the findings of the orig- 
inal autopsy, the state obtained a 
writ to exhume the body of Mrs. 
Brewer. A second examination sub- 
stantiated Dr. Gregory’s assertions 
that Mrs. Brewer could not have 
killed herself. 

With no weapon or motive, and 
depending on Dr. Gregory’s state- 
ment for proof of murder, the case 
was presented to the grand jury. 
The jury found a true bill, and a 
bench Warrant was immediately is- 
sued for the arrest of Reuben Brew- 
er, $harging: him with the murdet. 
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of his wife. 

The citizens were outraged. Reu- 
ben Brewer was popular among his 
neighbors, and none seemed able to 
bélieve that he could have commit- 
ted the murder. Attorney Frank A. 
Tirrell Jr., a brilliant criminal law- 
yer, was engaged in his defense. 

The state contended that Brewer’s 
“little argument” with his wife on 
the Saturday afternoon preceding 
the murder, had in reality been a 
fatal assault on her life. To bolster 
this theory, they banked heavily on 
the testimony of Ward, who had said 
he had heard the screaming of a 
woman at the approximate time. 

But on the stand, Ward declared 
that he had been mistaken. He had 
heard screams, yes, but it was on 
Sunday instead of Saturday—and by 
Sunday, the body of Dolda Brewer 
was already in the morgue. 

Elated, the defense counsel intro- 
duced the “Sis Kate” of the suicide 
note. She testified that it was writ- 
ten in the handwriting of her sister. 

“Are you certain?” she was asked. 

“I ought to be,” she replied. “I’ve 
been reading it for fifteen years.” 

But the state was not finished. Tri- 
umphantly, they introduced the re- 
port of Dr. Turner. 

Turner was nothing if not thor- 
ough. He admitted the similarity 
of the writing on the note and the 
samples of the dead woman’s cor- 


THE AMATEUR DE- 
TECTIVE WAS A 
PROFESSIONAL 
KILLER! 


(Continued from page 8) 
name had not been bestowed upon 
him as a term of affection. 

At the age of sixty-five, Edworth 
G. Ham, peddler, small-time boot- 
legger, petty gambler and note- 
shaver, had had many acquaintances 
—but very few friends! When he 
had occasionally “obliged” his 
drinking customers by selling them 
a pint or two of alki-split, the 
transaction always had to be strictly 
cash—on the nail. 

When Ham had lent money, as 
he had done now and then on terms 
of his own dictating, the security 
had had to be ample, the interest 
generous and the payments prompt. 

All in all, Uncle Ham had never 
been, what you could call a lovable « 


respondence. But Dolda Brewer had 
handled most of her husband’s ac- 
counts. She had written his name, 
time and again. 

Reuben Brewer had not gone be- 
yond the third grade in school. Un- 
educated, virtually illiterate, he 
could do little more than write his 
own name—and he could not write 
that correctly. In every sample of 
his script, the name Reuben was 
spelled with an “i” instead of an 
ʻe”, Reubin. 

His wife, on the other hand, 
spelled it correctly every time. 

And that one mistake, Dr. Turner 
contended, was conclusive evidence 
that Reuben Brewer had himself 
written the suicide note, after beat- 
ing his. wife to death. 

This testimony created a sensa- 
tion. Desperately, the defense strove 
to overcome the impression it had 
made on the jury, but to no avail. 
The jury, out five hours, returned 
with a verdict of guilty and a rec- 
ommendation for mercy. 

Reuben Brewer had not gone be- 
life in the Thomaston state prison 
for the murder of his spouse—con- 


‘vitted because he was unable to 


spell his own name. 

Editor’s Note: The names, Dick 
Wellner, Joe Ward, Pat Sellers, Mil- 
burn Lackey, and Mrs. Keith Irvin 
as used in this story are not real but 
fictitious, to save embarrassment. 


character. 

Ham had had a young and pretty 
wife, quite a few years back, it was 
recalled in Portsmouth. But it had 
not taken long for the bride to 
realize her sad mistake and to quit 
her aging and ill-tempered hus- 
band, and to return to her own rela- 
tives in Lynn. Mrs. Ham had ob- 
tained her divorce in 1917. And 
from then on, Uncle Ham had lived 
alone. 

It was on November 13, 1929, 
that they found him dead. 

Ham had been last seen alive on 
October 3rd, when he had paid his 


, rent. Police had reason to believe 


that it was on the night of October 
8rd—or very soon afterward—that 
someone had stepped up behind the 
old man, as he sat in his shirt 
sleeves near the kitchen stove, and 
had bashed his brains out. 

Uncle Ham’s lodgings were on the 
second floor, over a Market Street 
seed store. Neither the building’s 
owner, the storekeeper, nor tenants 
of a third story apartment thought 
much of the fact that they had failed 
to see Ham for several weeks on 
end. He was not inclined to socia- 
bility under any circumstances. 

It had always been Uncle Ham’s 
practice, however, to be prompt 
with his rent. So when mid-Novem- 
ber rolled around, with the rent still 
unpaid, and the old man not in evi- 
dence, the landlord had decided to 
investigate. He requested Harold 
Swazey, a clerk in the seed store, 
to climb a ladder and peek into the 
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windows of Ham's seemingly aban- 
doned apartment. 

Swazey climbed—and peeked—and 
almost fell off the ladder. 

Uncle Ham was sprawled on the 
kitchen floor, with the back of his 
head smashed in! 
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HEN police came, with City 
Marshal George H. Ducker tak- 

ing charge, they had to break open 
the door of the victims little flat. 


They found that the regular lock > 


on that door had been shattered by 
some intruder. But the latter, on 
leaving, had turned the key of a 
second -lock, a lock to which the 
landlord had no pass key. 

From the state capital, to aid 
Portsmouth investigators, came As- 
sistant Attorney General Winthrop 
Wadleigh and Dr. Charles H. Dun- 
can, state pathologist. 

An autopsy, performed by Dr. 
Duncan and by Dr. Eugene B. East- 
man, Portsmouth medical referee, 
established the facts that Uncle Ham 
had died of a brain hemorrhage, re- 
sulting from a fractured skull, and 
that he had been dead for at least 
a month. . 

There was difficulty, at first, in 
discovering the weapon which had 
been used. Fragments of a broken 
milk bottle on the roof outside 
Ham’s kitchen window suggested 
to police the idea that the slayer 
might have wielded this very bottle 
or one like it. There was no blood, 
however, on the fragments. 

The real weapon come to light 
when young Attorney General Wad- 
leigh thought of sifting out the con- 
tents of the kitchen stove. In the 
ashes of what had been a wood fire 
was the head of a machinist’s ham- 
mer. 

One look convinced Dr. Duncan, 
the pathologist, that it was this same 
hammer, mercilessly swung, which 
had made the peculiar, deep, small 
skull fractures which he had ob- 
served in performing his autopsy on 
the murder victim. 

Sent to the state chemical labora- 
tory at Concord, the hammer head 
was tested for bloodstains, and some 
were detected on it. 

At first sight, Portsmouth police 
had not thought that there was evi- 
dence of robbery as a motive for the 
killing. They had found that in the 
dead man’s pocket were three one 
dollar bills. 

There was a number of conceiv- 
able reasons why Uncle Ham might 
have been slain. He had made many 
enemies by his sharpness in finan- 
cial deals. He had threatened to deal 
drastically with certain of his deb- 
tors. His administration of his little 
business in illicit alcohol had won 
him more ill-will than friendship. 
In his wallet were found several 
promissory notes—with the signa- 
tures torn off. 

As City Marshal Ducker and At- 
torney General Wadleigh investi- 
gated further, however, they began 
to gttach more and more importance 
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to two items of evidence. 

They found a small locker in 
Uncle Ham’s living-room, a locker 
which had been quite plainly forced 
open, and they satisfied themselves 
that someone had visited the apart- 
ment after the time of the murder, 
yet long before official discovery of 
the body. ; 

The investigators did not think 
that the slayer had been engaged in 
a burglary when the killing had 
been committed. 

It was their theory, rather, that 
the murderer had been an acquaint- 
ance of Uncle Ham, paying him a 
call and striking him down treach- 
erously as he sat, unsuspecting in 
his chair. 

If the crime had been accom- 
plished in this manner, however, 
why should there have been any 
need for breaking the lock of the 
apartment’s door? 

“That’s easy,” said City Marshal 
Ducker. “The killer meant to rob 
Uncle Ham. But, after the fatal 
blows had been struck, he got panic- 
stricken. Later on, maybe a day or 
two afterward, he was encouraged 
by the fact that the crime remained 
undiscovered. He decided to return 
to the murder scene, to take what 
he wanted, and then to lock the 
door again. 

“This time he had to force his 
entrance. And I can show you how 
he did it. He stood in the narrow 
hallway outside the apartment door; 
he put his feet against the door 
panel, and then he heaved with all 
his strength. 

“He didn’t leave any fingerprints, 
but he did leave footprints. You can 
see them there on the hallway wall; 
they’re the marks of sneakers. 

“It may be that in the broken 
locker in Ham’s living room he had 
a store of cash. If so, the killer came 
and took it. Maybe there’s some of 
Uncle Ham’s more easily salable 
merchandise gone. We can't be sure 
of that, but we can check up on its 
possible disposal.” 

* * * 

ITH this much of theory and 

fact upon which to proceed, the 
investigators soon learned that there 
had, indeed, been a young man 
wearing sneakers who had been 
seen in the vicinity of Uncle Ham’s 
lodgings. 

Tracing the movements of the 
sneaker-wearing youth, City Mar- 
shal Ducker came across evidence 
which assured him that this trail 
was the right one. 

He learned that his suspect had 
been in need of money, and had 
obtained nine dollars—by the sale, 
at a bargain price, of certain kitchen 
utensils of exactly the type which 
had been Uncle Ham’s chief stock- 
in-trade. 

Acquaintances, of the suspect said 
that he had spoken of going to 
Boston. They also said that he had 
talked of obtaining work as a hos- 
pital attendant. 

The next move of Assistant At- 


torney Wadleigh and City Marshal 
Ducker was to come to Boston and 
retain the services of private de- 
tective James R. Wood, who had in 
the past rendered frequent and 
valuable services to the state of New 
Hampshire. 

Jim Wood, having heard the story 
of the Portsmouth crime, communi- 
cated at once with District Attorney 
Robert T. Bushnell, obtaining from 
the latter the assignment to the case - 
of State Detective Edward P. Sher- 
lock. 

This was late in November of 
1929. 

On January 10, 1930, there was 
brought to Wood’s Court Street of- 
fice Morris G. Hurd, thirty-five, 
formerly of Portsmouth, New 
Hampshire, and more recently of 
Worcester. 

“Weve asked you to come in here, 
Hurd,” said Wood, “because we un- 
derstand you’re from Portsmouth, 
and we think you might help us in 
our investigation of that Uncle Ham 
murder.” 

“You’re a man of brain and edu- 
cation, we know. You used to be 
quite active in Sunday school work 
in Portsmouth, so they tell us. Now 
you’re a hospital attendant down 
here in Massachusetts.” 

“You mean you want me to help 
you do some detective work?” Hurd 
inquired, apparently greatly pleased. 

“That’s what we want,” said 
Wood. “Here's a badge for you. Now, 
first, before we start out, give us as 
much information as you can con- 
cerning Uncle Ham’s habits. 

Hurd talked, and talked volubly. 
He exhibited a thorough knowledge 
of the layout of Uncle Ham’s apart- 
ment. He even showed a knowledge 
of certain of the murder details 
which had never been made public. 

“All right, Hurd,” snapped Jim 
Wood finally. “This has been very 
interesting. Now, suppose you tell 
us why you killed the old man?” 

First Hurd blustered. Then he 
whined. But he had involved him- 
self in a mass of incriminating con- 
tradictions. 

In the end, he broke down. 

Robbery had, indeed, Hurd ad- 
mitted, been the motive for the mur- 
der. He had struck the victim from 
behind with the machinist’s hammer 
—Ham’s hammer. 

Having thrown the hammer in the 
firebox of the kitchen stove and 
having washed his hands in the sink, 
he had first smashed his way into 
the locker where Uncle Ham kept 
some money; then he had fled. 

Later, just as City Marshal Ducker 
had suspected, he had been em- 
boldened by the fact that the crime 
had obviously remained undiscov- 
ered. He had returned to Ham’s 
apartment, had broken open the 
door and had helped himself to 
considerable merchandise. Then fin- 
ally, he had taken the dead man’s 
keys and had secured the door with 
its second lock. He had subsequently 
paid several visits to the scene of 
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the murder, taking whatever was 
portable and easy to sell. 

Hurd's plea was not guilty. 

In his possession had been found 
the sneakers whose marks had been 
left on the wall of Uncle Ham's 
hallway. 

On January 22, 1930, when the 
trial was scheduled to begin at Exe- 
ter, Hurd offered to plead guilty 
to murder in the second degree. 

By agreement of Attorney General 
Ralph W. Davis and Judge Oscar L. 
Young, this plea was accepted. Hurd 
was promptly sentenced, then and 
there, to a term of from thirty to 
forty years in state’s prison. 

It had taken the authorities forty 
days to find out that Uncle Ham was 
dead. But it had taken them less 
than three months to find, convict 
and sentence his self-confident as- 
sassin! 


[+ 
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(Continued from page 6) 
too. His brother, Philip Bruno, got 
life; his sons, Alfred, and James, 
were sentenced to ten to twenty 
years each. Tony Orlando, a rela- 
tive by marriage, also received ten 
to twenty years. 

Big Joe contested the decision all 
the way to the Supreme Court, but 
all tribunals refused to reverse the 
decision of the jury. The series of 
trials upholding the conviction cost 
the country roughly $75,000 and 
lasted nine months. 

* * * 

HE Brunos went to the Schuyl- 

kill County jail, which they 
found to be a pleasant place. They 
had the run of the jail and its 
kitchens. Big Joe was a good cook 
and would often make the family a 
fine meal. He was always dressed 
and groomed perfectly, earning the 
title of the “best dressed man in 
Schuylkill County.” 

One day Big Joe developed a 
toothache. It was one of those tooth- 
aches that reaches the base of your 
skull with every shock. Or at least 
that is what Bruno told Herbert 
Gosselin, the warden. 

Warden Gosselin said Joe might 
go to a dentist—naturally, his own. 

So on December 16, 1936, Big 
Joe set out in the prison car with 
Guard Irving, a former professional 
football player who could have kept 
BEST TRUE FACT DETECTIVE 
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the distressed man in good order 
with just his little finger. Of course 
Bruno was not handcuffed—perish 
the thought. And Irving did not car- 
ry his gun—they say those darn 
things weigh about two pounds. 

Prisoner Big Joe and Guard Irv- 
ing drove down the crowded street 
in Pottsville to the dentist’s office. 
Opening the door, Irving said to 
Big Joe: 

“You go out and get to the dentist. 
TI drive around the block and find 
a parking space. I’ll meet you later.” 

Irving found his parking space 
and went to the dentist’s office. The 
dentist was alone. 

“Bruno? Haven’t seen hide or hair 
of him,” said the dentist. 

Irving was not alarmed, at first. 
The time was nine-thirty in the 
morning. At one-ten that afternoon, 
he notified the warden. And at two- 
fifty, the warden notified the Potts- 
ville police department. 

Attorney General Charles J. Mar- 
giotti, the highest law officer in 
Pennsylvania, was also notified. He 
called in the United States De- 
partment of Justice, and in a few 
hours, every agency of county, state 
and nation was looking for the con- 
victed killer who was serving three 
life sentences when he simply 
walked off. 

State police sought Big Joe in 
abandoned mines, with which the 
county abounds. They investigated 
a mysterious airplane, seen hover- 
ing in the neighborhood the day he 
vanished. There were plenty of tips, 
but all were bad. The police be- 
lieved he had “holed up” waiting 
for the hue and cry to die down. 

Detective Buono, assigned to trace 
the killer, traced him to Hazeltown 
and subsequently to the neighbor- 
ing town of Weatherley; but when 
the hiding place was discovered, 
Bruno was gone. 

Corporal Hess, of the State Police, 
and Detective Buono interrogated 
every gas station operator in the 
vicinity of Weatherley. Clues came 
in from near and far, supplied by 
the public and the press. State police 
and Department. of Justice agents 
followed these clues to every state 
east of the Mississippi River and 
even to Cuba and to Canada. 

An idea was conceived to plant 
an undercover investigator in the 
home of one of Big Joe’s closest rela- 
tives. The agent, a thin, sickly-look- 
ing man, told the family that he was 
convalescing from an illness. His 
emaciated appearance bore him out. 

The “patient” paid his bill regu- 
larly. And he made it his business 
to be always on hand when the 
postman came. This way he was 
able to intercept a few letters. 

But Big Joe’s organization spotted 
the undercover man and learned his 
true identity. They started to feed 
him false clues. Big Joe, wherever 
he was, would write a letter, en- 
close it in another envelope and 
mail it to friends in Havana, Cuba. 


The friends would remove the out- 
side envelope and send the letter to 
the States. 

Joe went into detail, in these let- 
ters, about the wonderful time he 
was having. An investigator was 
assigned to locate the fugitive in 
Havana, but all he got out of it 
was a vacation. 

At last Buono and Hess received 
information from an informant. Big 
Joe Bruno was in New York! 

* * * 

RUNO was hiding out in the 

crowded tenements of New York 
City. The two officers came to New 
York secretly—not even notifying 
their offices. They feared Bruno 
might learn their whereabouts 
through his many relatives and 
friends. 

The New York police, naturally, 
were taken into confidence by the 
Pennsylvania state officers. Detec- 
tives Frank Phillips, Joseph Arnold 
and Dan Sheehy were assigned to 
help them. 

Once more Buono’s informant 
came through with information. Big 
Joe, he said, was living just around 
the corner “from Seventy-fifth 
Street. And he often walked the 
streets alone and unafraid. 

The informant had a vague idea 
that Big Joe might be suffering from 
Bright’s disease or diabetes. 

After much investigating, the de- 
tectives got a small lead. A certain 
druggist mentioned a tall man who 
was a regular customer at his store. 
This man came in occasionally to 
buy tazor blades and tooth paste 
and sometimes bicarbonate of soda. 
He described him as being tall, 
heavy-set, with black, thinning hair 
and a black mustache. This was a 
fair description of Big Joe Bruno. 

Buono and Hess spoke to a wo- 
man who had a large boarding 
house. She had a lodger who an- 
swered to the druggist’s descrip- 
tion completely. His name, she said, 
was Frank Miller, and he was some 
kind of a salesman. He had been 
in the house several months. 

The detectives watched the house. 
The door opened, and a jaunty man 
came down the steps. Buono loos- 
ened his gun and whispered to 
Hess: 

“There's Joe Bruno. I’d know his 
walk a mile away. Let’s get him.” 

The suspected killer watched the 
detectives as they approached him. 
Buono and Hess each had one hand 
in their pocket, their fingers en- 
circling the trigger. Hess’ other hand 
was outstretched as he said: 

“Hello, Joe.” 

The brick-red face of the big 
man turned a shade darker, but his 
voice was steady. He answered: 

“Hello.” 

Hess said: 
aren’t you?” 

Bruno nodded to the county de- 


“You're Joe Bruno, 


tective: “Ask Buono. He knows me 
all right.” 
Big Joe’s vacation was over. 
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sale of rings and the like. ...” 

On November 20th, there had 
been wild doings in a little saloon, 
the Marseilles Bar, just off a red 
light district. About six o'clock in 
the evening, a man had come in 
and gone back to the dining room 
where he ordered a drink. A little 
later, three young fellows pushed 
past the bar and also went in back, 
closing the door. Those in the bar 
could hear low talk, then a growing 
murmur of argument, and then a 
crash as a table went over, followed 
by several reports. 

The proprietor ran back to find 
the first comer groaning in agony, 
holding his hands to his stomach. 
The three young men had escaped by 
the kitchen and backyard, one of 
them limping and another bleeding 
at the neck. 

The police arrived but could get 
nothing out of the wounded man. 
He said he did not know his assail- 
ants, and had no idea why they had 
attacked him. 

The police however did have an 
idea. They linked the battle with a 
burglary committed a couple of days 
earlier in which twenty thousand 
francs worth of jewels and furs had 
been taken. Versini was a jobbing 
jeweler and strongly suspected of 
being a fence, and it was concluded 
that there had been an argument 
between him and the thieves over 
the price he offered them for their 
booty. 

Armed with a description of the 
three men, two inspectors raided a 
bar and picked up two of them, 
among them Engender, ‘still with a 
very game knee. The third they ar- 
rested as he was trying to sell some 
fox furpieces. 

After some coaxing, the trio ad- 
mitted the burglary, but Engender 
said he had merely watched in the 
hallway, and as to the shooting, he 
had heard a revolver go off and out 
of curiosity ran in to see what was 
going on. He explained volubly he 
did not know Versini. 

* * * 

ND so it was that Robert was 

available for questioning in con- 
nection with a much more serious 
offense. He was let alone, however, 
for a time, while rapid and intensive 
investigations were carried on, and 
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On sale now at your favorite newsstand 


so successfully, that when Boupat 
went to see him, the Commissaire 
had quite a few things up his 
sleeve. 

“What do you know about Re- 
nee?” 

“Renee?” echoed Engener. 

“Renee Arbel. .. .” 

“Oh, her. That’s what I’d like to 
know.” 

“So would all of us,” Boupat re- 
torted drily. “Anyway, you can ex- 
plain how you came to sell her fur 
cloak and silver fox neckpiece on 
October 15th.” 

“Oh, she gave them to me to sell 
for her.” 

“And no doubt she gave you the 
emerald ring she used to say she 
wanted to be buried with, so much 
did she treasure it. You sold that 
in Monte Carlo on October 11th for 
1700 francs. How about that?” 

“She gave me that, too.” 

“And the two rings you sold to a 
jeweler in town?” 

“Yes. She was hard up, and she 
needed some ready cash.” 

“You wrote to Monsieur Milan, 
her lawyer in Lyons, asking him to 
send you the rents he had collected 
from her property there. You wrote 
to the bank to send you her deposit. 
Why?” 

“Because she asked me to do it 
for her. She meant to go on a long 
visit, and she wanted to have plenty 
of money with her.” 

“Oh she was going on a long visit 
was she? When did she leave Nice?” 

“About the 10th or 12th of Octo- 
ber. She was going to Lyons.” 
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“Oh, and she had some baggage. 
A new trunk, perhaps?” 

“Yes, that is so. I bought it for 
her and had it sent to the apart- 
ment. The day she left, she asked 
me to take the trunk to the station. 
She met me there, and she told me 
she was going on to Paris after 
Lyons. She said she would let me 
have her address, so I could send 
her what I had got for the things she 
gave me to sell and so on.” 

“What happened to the trunk?” 

“I took it to the baggage office, 
and Renee saw about it being regis- 
tered. Then she got her ticket and 
a platform ticket for me. I saw her 
get into a second class carriage— 
and that was the last I saw of her.” 

“You are sure of that, Engender?” 

au ositive. What are you getting 
at?” 

“You killed Renee Arbel!” 

“Kill the goose that laid the 
golden eggs? Not me! I may have 
done lots of dirty things, but not 
that. You’re barking up the wrong 
tree.” 

“What did you do after you left 
her at the station, as you say?” 

“I went back to the apartment, 
and I stayed a few days; then I went 
to Monte Carlo.” 

“What did you do with the body?” 

“What body?” 

“You know very well what I 
mean. The body of Renee Arbel!” 

“Show me the body, and I’ll be- 
lieve she’s dead.” Engender snap- 
ped, and that was the end of that 
talk. 

Boupat, while search was being 

carried on for the chief piece of 
damning evidence and any possible 
witnesses to its transportation and 
disposal, dug into Engender’s past, 
and came upon a mistress, Therese 
Buttafoghi, a young woman from 
Corsica. Engender had found her 
plying her trade in a low dive in a 
small town and taken her out. They 
had gone to Corsica to her parents, 
and he had told them he meant to 
marry her-this, despite the fact that 
he had a wife from whom he was 
not divorced. While in Corsica, he 
had been arrested for theft. 
, While Robert was serving his 
time, Therese went to a house in 
Marseilles, and she was there when 
she got in touch with Engender 
again. He sent for her, and the 
Monte Carlo police reported that the 
pair had been seen there on October 
4th, going about openly to resorts, 
Therese wearing what was appar- 
ently Renee Arbel’s fur neckpiece 
and an emerald ring. They had 
money to spend at first, but it did 
not last long. Engender took back 
his gifts and sold them. He ran up 
a bill with the Astoria Bar, and 
when pressed for payment, he gave 
the proprietor some stock certifi- 
cates to hold as security. These 
were identified as belonging to 
Madame Arbel. The pair left Monte 
Carlo towards the end of October 
and parted. 


OUPAT sent out a call for The- 

rese, but it was not till January 

that she was traced to a red light 
house in the town of Arles. 

Would she talk, that was the 
question? 

When it was pointed out to the 
girl gently but firmly that she might 
be charged with complicity in the 
crime, she decided to brave the 
danger of a sudden silencing by 
some associate of her lover. 

Therese had met Engender in 
Monte Carlo as arranged, and she 
had been surprised by the money he 
seemed to have and the gifts he 
gave her. He had never given her 
anything before, but this time he 
was generous. She wondered where 
he had obtained the furs, and one 
night she thought she would ask 
him. He wasn’t drunk or anything 
like that, but he told her without 
any fuss that they had belonged to 
Madame Arbel. 

Therese asked if they had been ` 
given to him. 

“No,” he said, “I took them. I 
killed the old girl. I wanted her to 
give.me some money, but she was 
stingy, and she turned me down. 
So I strangled her, and I helped 
myself to all her belongings.” 

“But what did you do with the 
body?” she asked. 

“I got a trunk, and I packed it 
in it, and I shipped it by express to 
Viviers where my mother lives. The 
body is buried in the garden there. 
And now I’m all upset. My mother 
writes me she’s going to move. The 
people who move in will dig in the 
garden and-I tell you I’m worried to 
death!” 

Later he said to her: 

“I was a damned fool to tell you 
anything. See this razor; I'll slice 
your tongue out if you make a 
sguawk.” 

Therese got out the next day and 
took the first train to Arles. She 
knew Robert meant what he said, 
and she was afraid of him. She had 
not seen him since that day. 

Police activities were now trans- 
ferred to the little town of Viviers 
with its narrow, winding streets, 
and particularly to the house and 
garden occupied by Engender’s 
mother and his invalid sister, Ga- 
brielle. 

A toil-worn peasant woman, the 
suspect's mother, said she had seen 
no trunk brought'to her house, and 
that the only time Robert had been 
there had:been October 21st or 22nd 
when he had stayed overnight. 

In spite of her protestations, six 
sturdy workmen were set to up- 
turn all the soil in the garden. At 
the end of the day, every inch had 
been excavated, and all that was 
found was a bundled up sheet, some 
bloodstained rags and a woman’s 
chemise. The sheet was marked with 
the initials R. A. 

“I know nothing about them,” said 
Madame Engender. 

The bundle was sent at once to 
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Dr. Beroud at the police laboratory 
of Marseilles. Was there any trace 
of human remains on them? 

Boupat was chagrinned to receive 
the report that there was none. 

Here was a devilish case. A mur- 
der had been committed, but where 
was the corpse? 

Had it gone down the Rhone, car- 
ried away in its fast flowing waters, 
or had it found a last resting place 
in one of the lime kilns of the 
neighborhood? A thorough search 
was made of every possible spot, 
but without success. 


Then Therese and Engender were 
brought face to face. The meeting 
took place in the office of the prison 
warden. Therese went over her 
story with downcast eyes and then 
burst into tears. 

Engender sniffed contemptuously. 

“Shes a liar!” 

She raised her head and flashed 
an angry look at him. 

“Tm telling the truth!” 

“If I had killed anyone,” he said, 
“do you think I would go about 
telling it to everyone? I tell you 
she's lying, she wants to get even 
with me for something!” 

“How did she know about the 
garden at Viviers?” 

“She has been in it; she stayed 
with my mother for a time.” 

“What about the sheets? He says 
you told her the body was under 
the fig tree, and that is where the 
sheets were found. Where did the 
sheets come from?” 

“Maybe she put them there her- 
self. How did I know where they 
came from?” 

“What were you doing in Vi- 
viers?” 

“Visiting my mother. I hadn’t seen 
her for a year and a half.” 

A taxi driver, Coq, in Avignon, 
seeing Engender’s picture in the 
paper, believed he recognized him 
as a passenger whom he had picked 
up at the station there and driven 
to Viviers. The passenger had a 
large trunk which he asked Coq to 
help him set down on the pavement 
by the cellar door. He had seen an 
elderly woman by the door. 

Taken to Viviers, Coq identified 
the Engender house and Madame 
Engender as the woman. She form- 
ally denied his statement. 


Coq at first said the date was 


October 21st, but changed it to Oc- 
tober 1st. He was supported’ in this 
by another taxi driver, Cres, who 
said on that day he had turned down 
the fare with the trunk as the drive 
was too long, and had directed him 
to Coq. 

Brought face to face with Engen- 
der, the taxi driver hesitated. 

“He looks like the man, but I 
cant swear to it. It’s easy to make 
mistakes. I’m sure it’s him, but I 
can’t identify him, positive.” 

Further confirmation of Engender 
having been in Viviers the first 
days of October was furnished by 
another taximan. He said he had 
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been called by telephone, October 
2nd, and had taken Engender from 
his mother's house to the railway 
station. 

It seemed quite clearly estab- 
lished that Engender had been 
there at that time. 

No trace could be found of the 
vehicle which had transported the 
trunk and Engender to the station 
in Nice, though from its descrip- 
tion by Madame Ricard and another 
witness, it was not a taxi, but an 
old model Fiat driven by a blonde 
young man. 

According to Coq, the trunk had 
been set down at the Engender 
house in Viviers. There, all trace of 
it ended. Not a particle of it had 
been unearthed in house, garden or 
neighboring countryside. 

* * * 


NOTHER death added its prob- 

lems to the case. Monsieur Leon, 
the local admirer of Renee Arbel 
was found dead in a gas-filled room. 
One at least had mourned Renee 
and her fading fascination. 

With that admirable industry and 
patient research which the French 
have carried to such lengths that 
as much as two years sometimes 
pass before a criminal is brought 
before judges and jury, Boupat and 
his staff continued to gather scraps 
of information here and there and 
to fit them into the picture. 

For instance, he knew that a 
trunk had been expressed from the 
Nice station, October 1st, and that 
its weight was eighty-seven kilos— 
a kilo being a little over two lbs. 
Now, the weight of the trunk as 
testified by the salesman at the 
Travel Supply shop, was twenty 
kilos. The contents of the trunk 
weighed sixty-seven. Could Renee 
Arbels weight be near this? 

Fortune was with Boupat. In the 
missing womans apartment, he had 
found a weighing machine ticket, 
dated September 3rd, giving the 
weight of the person as sixty-seven 
kilos. 

'There was no doubt left in: Bou- 
pats' mind. The trunk had contained 
the dead body. But to produce this 
dead body from his magician's hat 
was another matter, and a case 
without a corpse was a brain teaser. 

And then, all at once there came 
what appeared to be the answer 
to a detective's prayer. 

On May 3rd, a neighbor of 
the Engenders, a Monsieur Gambin 
who had a garden by the edge of a 
stream flowing into the Rhone, 
thought he would do a little digging 
and planting. He was clearing some 
rubbish out of a ditch when sud- 
denly he stopped and backed away. 
There was something dead, long 
dead under the rubbish. He poked at 
it with a stick. It looked like a pil- 
low slip with something inside— 
something—a dog, drowned and 
washed into the ditch by flood. He 
left it there while he went home for 
the day. 


After he was gone, a woman, look- 
ing for a grave for her rabbits, also 
came on the bundle and being more 
curious, she opened the tied pillow 
case. One look, and she was off to 
the gendarme station. The contents 
were not animal but human! 

Soon the woman was back with 
Sergeant Rivaute and one of his 
men, and the package, handled with 
the utmost care, was taken to the 
station. There it was examined by 
two doctors. There was only a sec- 
tion of a human trunk, and the sex 
was hard to determine since it had 
been cut below the breasts and 
above the defining organs. But the 
doctors were of the opinion that the 
sex was female. 

The lungs were filled with a mass 
of black, coagulated blood. The 
death had been caused by strangula- 
tion.. 

News was flashed at once to Bou- 
pat. Strangled! surely this must be 
part of the body of Renee Arbel. 

Yet when Boupat himself ex- 
amined the hideous remains, he 
realized that presumption without 
positive identification was not the 
least aid to his case. If he could 
not prove this was all that was left 
of the missing woman, if he could 
not show Engender transporting this 
to the place where it was found, the 
new discovery was of no value. 

Nothing more came to light to 
turn theory into proof. And finally, 
the magistrate on the case, Mon- 
sieur Vachier, decided that the total 
amount of evidence was in the 
hands of the Prosecution. 

* * 


ND so on May 7, 1937, Engender 
was brought to trial at the Nice 
Assizes. 

The defendant heard the charges 
read and stated he was not guilty. 
The presiding judge looked at him 
sternly. 

“You are Robert Engender, born 
at Gray, February 16, 1910. You 
went with your mother and sister to 
live at Viviers. From the very first 
you had a bad reputation. At fifteen, 
you were a lover of a married wo- 
man whose husband divorced her 
on your account. You worked by 
fits and starts, and were no good. 
Your employers dismissed you all 
the time, for violence, thefts and 


‘other reasons. You had many mis- 


tresses, the last being Therese But- 
tafoghi. When did you meet Renee 
Arbel?” 

“Oh, I met her in August, 1935, 
at Nice,” said Engender easily. “I 
met her in the restaurant where I 
used to eat. We got to talking, and 
she said she had an apartment at 
Nice, and she said I could have a 
room.” 

“And so you became her lover?” 

“Oh, well, when she offered me a 
room, I knew what she meant by 
that,” he said with a smirk. 

“How long did your affair last?” 

“About a month.” 

“How did it end?” 
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The prisoner started on a long ex- 
planation of Madame Arbel’s pro- 
posed trip, his buying the trunk, 
and seeing her off at the station. 

“And that was the last you saw 
of her?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are you sure you did not kill 
her?” 

“I am innocent,” he said im- 
pressively. “I can’t understand why 
aoaoud be here charged with mur- 

er.’ 

“Therese Buttafoghi maintains 
you confessed the crime to her.” 

“If I had done that, don't you 
think I would have told her where 
I hid the body?” 

“That is just what you did. You 
told her, in the garden of your 
mother’s home.” 

“No, I would never have done 
that. I have too much regard for my 
mother and sister to do that.” 

“Then how do you explain the 
sheets found under the figtree?” 

“I know nothing about them.” 

“The twelve hairs adhering to the 
pillow case?” 

“What hairs?” : 
There was sudden alarm in En 
gender’s voice. This was the first 
time the discovery of hairs at Vi- 
viers identified as Madame Arbel’s 

had been disclosed. 

The court explained. 

“I know nothing about them!” 
Engender said sharply. 

“Are you telling us you have an 
enemy so powerful that he would 
stick at nothing to fasten a crime 
on you which you have not com- 
mitted?” 

“Td like to meet him,” said En- 
gender between clenched teeth. “I 
know one enemy, and a woman. 
Therese sent me a letter saying she 
was a Corsican, and she would have 
her revenge because I deserted her.” 

Robert had voluble explanations 
for his possession of the dead wo- 
man’s property. Witness after wit- 
ness confronted him. The mass of 
evidence grew heavier and heavier. 

In the absence of Therese, her 
sworn statement was read. It went 
into details-the miserable admis- 
sions of Engender: 

“One night, I was a bit too rough, 
and she said to me—Im not the sort 
of woman that keeps a man like 
you. Pack up and get out! I got out, 
and next night I got into the apart- 
ment with a key I had made. I was 
after her diamonds. I was in the 
kitchen; she must have heard me for 
she opened her bedroom door. Then 
I leapt on her, and I put a cord 
around her throat. She cried, ‘Stop, 
TII give you anything you want—’ 
but it was too late. I couldn’t stop. 
She flopped down, dead. 

“I looked round for something to 
put her into, but there was nothing, 
and I knew I had to get a trunk. I 
left her lying there, and I went out 
to buy a trunk. I wrapped her in a 
sheet and locked the trunk, and then 
I got it to the station and on the 
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train. I got to my mother's, and 
during the night I got up and buried 
the body in the garden. I washed out 
the trunk, and I put it in the barn.” 
' Robert's mother was called to the 
stand, with a piteous tale of poverty, 
a bed-ridden daughter, a son who 
had brought her nothing but grief 
but who loved her. 

She swore that when Robert 
came to see her he had no 
trunk, nor had she heard a noise 
during the night. 

“Engender!” said the presiding 
judge sharply.” Have you anything 
to say to your mother?” 

Robert rose and began to sob. The 
old woman facing him sobbed. He 
held out his hands to her. 

“Mother, mother—listen to me. 
Tve done a lot of harm and bad in 
my life, but I swear to you I never 
killed or robbed Madame Arbel. 
Tell my sister that. You've got to 
believe me.” 


“T believe you, my boy. You are 
my son, and my son could not be a 
murderer.” 


But when the jury which had seen 
the pendulum of proof and denial 
swing to and fro for two days had 
returned from their conference, they 
brought a verdict of guilty, but a 
recommendation to mercy. 

After all, they said to themselves, 
no doubt Engender killed Madame 
Arbel, but still no dead body has 
been identified as hers. 


“Twenty years with hard labor.” 


Engender drew a long breath, a 
sigh of relief. At least, his neck 
was safe. The shadow of the falling 
knife no longer darkened his wak- 
ing hours and lay across the prison 
cot on which he tossed in the night. 
Only at times there would be a cry 
in his ears, a cry he could never 
hope to silence—“Stop! I’ll give you 
anything you want.” 
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(Continued from page 13) 
home, like to meet lady without 
children. Object, matrimony. 
Address M 422, Abend Post. 

Life was very drab for Mrs. Marie 
Walcker, who kept a small penny 
candy store at 12 Willow Street. 
Betrayed by a husband whom she 
had divorced, she was now forty-six 
years old. Though she put a bold 
front on it, life was difficult. The 
rent, the bills, the cost of food, of 
supplies for her meager stock, each 
item meant a prolonged and worry- 
ing arithmetic problem. 

There was no future for her. She 
was too old to begin again, too old 
to get a man, too old to regain the 
hopes of youth. 

Seated in the living room back of 
the store, with her sister, Mrs. Ber- 
tha Sohn, she rocked to and fro 
disconsolately. 

“Ach, Gott, I wish I were dead 
and in my grave, Bertha. I am so 
tired, so tired. And the business— 
some day, maybe, there will be no 
business. Those drug stores—why 
don’t they stick to the drugs and 
not take the pennies away from a 
poor woman?” 

“You should get you a husband, 
Marje. A nice German man with a 
saloon, maybe.” 


“You must be crazy dumb, Ber- 
tha, where would I get a man? A 
man wants a young girl. No, I guess 
I got to go on tothe end of my days 
selling two cents gumdrops, five 
cents jelly beans—and them kids 
with their sticky fingers all over 
everything. Ach, do you remember, 
Bertha, what mamma used to say? 
‘Enjoy your happiness when you 
can. Maybe come sad days, little 
ones,’ ” 

“Just listen to this,” said Bertha 
from behind the pages of the paper. 

She read aloud the advertisement 
inserted by the cunning Mr. Hoch. 

“Why don’t you write a reply, 
Marie?” 

“Why, he don’t want any one like 
me.” 

“He wants a widow without 
children. That’s you, ain’t it? You 
fix yourself up a bit and try your 
luck, PI lend you my new silk 
dress.” 

Mrs. Walcker swayed in her chair. 

“It ain't possible, Bertha.” 

“Everything's possible. Gott, 
didn’t that Mrs. Schaus, fifty-six 
and maybe more, get that nice man 
in the delicatessen store in the next 
block? Crazy about her, he is. I tell 
you, Marie, maybe this is your 
chance come at last. I tell you, write, 
right away.” 

“I must write? What could I say? 
I wonder what kind of a man he is, 
Bertha.” 

“You'll never know till you see 
him.” 

“Write to him, Bertha. Maybe he 
won't answer. He says he’s got a 
home. Ach, to have a home and some 
comfort—” 

“And maybe a nice fellow to kiss 
the hand and make love.” 

Mrs. Walcker’s eyes grew dreamy. 
She sighed. 

“T guess you’re right, Bertha. You 
write the letter. I get you a pen 
and the ink and a sheet of the linen 
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paper. It's more swell.” 

With much effort, the following 
letter was composed. I give the 
English translation: 

Dear Sir: 

In answer to your honorable 
advertisement, I hereby inform 
you I am a lady alone. I am 
forty-six years old and have a 
small business, also a few hun- 
dred dollars. If you are in earn- 
est, I say I am also. I may be 
seen at 12 Willow Street. 

Respectfully, 
Marie Walcker. 

It was thrust into the nearest 
mailbox, and breathlessly the sender 
awaited a reply. In case the recipi- 
ent should take it into his head to 
spy out the land, Mrs. Walcker put 
on the blue silk dress and stood 
coyly at the door of the store. Every 
man who headed in the direction of 
the candy shop set her heart palpi- 
tating. 

But the day ended without the 
coming of Prince Charming. And the 
next. The poor woman, who had let 
her fancy run away with her reason, 
was in despair. 

And then„„ on the third day, a 
gentleman came into the store. 

“Mrs. Walcker, is it not?” he said 
as he removed his hat and smiled. 
“Such a nice letter you wrote. I 
had to come and see the charming 
lady. I am Mr. Hoch, Johann Hoch, 
and I lost my dear wife two years 
ago. So I sit by my home and sigh 
and sigh, and then I say to myself, 
John—when I speak to myself, I al- 
ways call myself John—as I hope you 
will, dear lady—I say, John, it is 
time you looked about for another 
Mrs. Hoch before you die yourself 
of loneliness. And so I put a little 
ad inthe Abend Post, and out of all 
the answers I pick yours—” 

By this time the desperate wo- 
man had forgotten her past, her 
cares, her regrets. The present was 
here, the future held promise. 

“Won't you come in and have a 
little something to drink, Mr. 
Hoch?” 

He shook a heavy finger at her. 

“Did I not say to call me, John? 
I can see we are going to be good 
friends, Marie. You have a nice lit- 
tle business here, I can see that. I 
bet when you count up at the end 
of the week you have something 
good to put into the bank, so. Well, 
well, a nice glass beer, There is 
nothing I enjoy as a good glass beer 
in a lovely woman’s company. 
Health, lady. Ach, that was good. 
When I get married, and I don't 
say the name of the lady, we go 
back to Germany and see my father. 
Eighty-one years old. When he dies, 
he leaves me fifteen thousand dol- 
lars.” 

“You say you have a home of 
your own, Mr.—John?” said Mrs. 
Walcker timidly. 

“A nice cottage. Cost me eight 
thousand dollars. And I got some 
vacant lots. I tell you John Hoch 


is a pretty substantial man. She’s 
a lucky woman that gets him for a 
husband. Plenty girls will envy the 
future Mrs. Hoch. What a pretty 
little hand you got. Well, a wedding 
ring would look fine on that finger.” 

“But—but you don’t know me—” 

“I have eyes, lady, and my eyes 
don’t tell me lies. I know a nice lady 
when I see one.’ 

He drew closer to her. 

Four days later, they were mar- 
ried, and after the wedding went 
to live in the rented cottage on 
Union Avenue which the bride- 
groom had said belonged to him. 
Mrs. Hoch sold the good will of her 
candy store to another desperate 
widow for seventy-five dollars, 
which sum she gave to Hoch with 
her bank savings of three hundred 
and fifty dollars. She had no need 
for any provision for her old age. 

Had she not got a nice kind man 
who would love and cherish her 
until death did them part? Besides, 
her husband said his money was 
tied up in a deal, and he could not 
lay his hands on ready money. What 
was his was hers; she must realize 
that what was hers was his. 

* * * 


ATURALLY, Hoch met his wife's 

family. Mrs. Sohn he did not 
much fancy. She was not so much 
impressed by him, either, and ap- 
parently was a better character 
reader than her other sister, Mrs. 
Emilie Fischer, another widow. 

Mrs. Fischer was no beauty, but 
she had what Hoch valued more, 
cash on hand. To be exact, the sum 
of eight hundred and ninety-three 
dollars, which was lying idle and 
benefiting no one. Hoch began to 
think hard. That money should be 
in his hands—but how? 

The old game started. Ten days 
after the wedding, Mrs. Hoch was 
seized with cramps. As she got no 
better, Hoch called in a doctor, who 
diagnosed the case as Bright's 
disease. 

“My hands and feet, doctor—they 
feel crawly—they feel like ants was 
crawling over them—Ach Gott! Give 
me something.” 

The doctor, who was not an ex- 
pert on poisons, and was obviously 
deceived by the symptoms, pre- 
scribed according to his diagnosis. 

“Ach, my poor wife. Married just 
a week and such a sickness,” 
groaned Hoch. “Will you not help 
her, doctor?” 

Hoch appeared to be in such a 
state of grief that the doctor spoke 
sharply to him. 

“Pull yourself together, man! You 
are in no state to look after the pa- 
tient. Can't you get some relative— 
a woman to come in?” 

“I have it, yes,” said Hoch sud- 
denly alert. “I will get Mrs. Fischer, 
my wife's sister. Such a nice wo- 
man,” 

Mrs. Fischer came, took charge of 
things, and soon Hoch was saying 
pretty things to her. He picked up 
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her photograph and said he would 
like to wear it next his heart. Sev- 
eral days after, he whispered boldly 
into her ear that had he met her 
before he marriéd Marie he would 
have preferred her as his wife. 

This whispering and coy corner 
conversation did not escape the no- 
tice of the patient, who, however 
sick she felt, was still interested in 
her husband, and one day she bit- 
terly upbraided Emilie for her flirt- 
ing with John. There were high 
words, and Mrs. Fischer in a passion 
took her departure. 

Emilie was soon back. Marie’s 
condition was serious, and this time 
she had no strength left to battle 
with her sister and husband, what- 
ever they did. Hoch kept up his in- 
sidious work of winning Emilie. 

On January 12th, just a month 
after the wedding, Mrs. Hoch died. 
The same doctor signed her death 
certificate as due to the disease 
stated. - 

While Mrs. Hoch was lying dead, 
Hoch was continuing to charm Emi- 
lie. 

When Emilie remonstrated with 
him not to forget the dead, he 
lightly replied: 

“The dead are for the dead and 
the living for the living. It don’t 
make any difference to her, me talk- 
ing to you this way.” 

But when the neighbors were 
around, a different Hoch was on 
view. This Hoch was the world’s 
most disconsolate widower. He 
wept, he sobbed, he paced up and 
down. At the graveside, he had to 
be supported, or he would have 
collapsed. 

Three days after the funeral, 
Emilie became Mrs. Hoch. Hoch had 
told her they would go to Germany 
for a honeymoon and see his old 
father before he died. 

“When do we start?” asked the 
bride eagerly. 

“Just as soon I can straighten out 
my affairs, Emilie. I need a thousand 
dollars to fix everything nice, and 
then we can go. My money is all 
tied up just at the minute.” Š 

What could the new bride do, but 
draw seven hundred and fifty dol- 
lars out of her savings account and 
trustingly hand it over to John? 

It was coming on to evening, and 
the newlyweds went to the bride’s 
former residence to collect some 
things. This was a rooming flat 
which she had at 372 Wells Street. 

When they got there, one of the 
bride’s roomers, Mr. Bauerborck, 
answẹred the door and announced 
excitedly: 

“Don’t go in, Mrs. Hoch! Mrs. 
Sohn is here and she says he”—in- 
dicating Hoch—“murdered your sis- 
ter. She says he’s a swindler and 
a thief.” 

Mrs. Hoch looked sharply at her 
husband. 

“What are you changing color 
for? If you haven’t done anything 
wrong, you should not be afraid.” 


Hoch said nothing, but sat down. 

“She says she’s going to call the 
police,” added the helpful roomer. 

“She is crazy,” said Hoch. “Go 
back you two and calm her down. 
I will wait here myself for you. 
Such a talk, Gott!--on my wedding 
day.” 

Mrs. Hoch and the roomer went 
back to the kitchen where Mrs. 
Sohn was holding forth to a neigh- 
bor. There was some excited talk, 
and then the bride came back to 
the front of the apartment. 

But Hoch was gone, and his wife 
did not set eyes on him again until 
she saw him behind bars. 

Emilie was then ready to testify 
that she had seen him give her sister 
a light eolored powder in water two 
days before her death. 

Mrs. Hoch waited two days and 
then turned in a call for the missing 
man, and from all over the country 
came the cries of the desperate wo- 
men, still alive, who had been his 
victims. The dead made no outcry. 

The body of Mrs. Bertha Hoch 
was exhumed. There were 7.6 grams 
of arsenic in the stomach and 1.25 
in the liver. 

* * * 

N January 30th, Hoch was ar- 

rested. He was no way daunted. 
He was ready to give his views on 
the weakness of women. Flatter 
them, and they fell like ripe plums. 
He declared he had no use for wo- 
men, except as a business proposi- 
tion. They wanted something; he 
gave them something—a lot of words 
that meant nothing to him, and in 
exchange he gladly accepted their 
money. 

There was not ‘an expression of 
regret in all this perverted philso- 
phy of life. He prided himself on 
the quickness of his work, and 
sneered at the gullibility of the other 
sex. He always selected women 
who had passed forty-six. They fell 
without him having to make any ef- 
fort. Crazy for a man, crazy for a 
home. Crazy to have some one to 
show off to other desperate women, 

Hoch had a good lawyer, but 
casuistry of argument could not per- 
suade a jury that Hoch should go 
free, and on May 19th, a verdict 
was reached in half an hour. The 
jury had heard that he had married 
forty women in fifteen years, and 
that Marie Walcker had died of 
poison, 

Three ballots were taken. Num- 
ber one: jury unanimous as to his 
guilt. Two: ten for death and two 
for life imprisonment. Ballot the 
third: jury agreed on death penalty. 

When the verdict was read in 
court, Hoch collapsed like a pricked 
balloon. 

“I guess its all up with John now,” 
he groaned. 

Later that day, he said to the 
newspaper men: 

“I wish they would hang me to- 
night, now they have found me 
guilty. I am not afraid to die, and 

BEST TRUE FACT DETECTIVE 


If you are troubled by thinning 
hair, dandruff, dry itchy scalp, if you 
fear approaching baldness — here is 
GOOD NEWS! 

We now make an offer so compel- 
ling that you cannot, in fairness to 
yourself, pass up the opportunity it 
presents. 

This offer is limited to those who 
still have hair and are earnestly inter- 
ested in enjoying thicker-stronger- 
healthier-looking HAIR AGAIN. 

To YOU we offer the fruits of our 
search for a formula’ superior to 
every other method of attacking com- 
mon hair and scalp problems. Our 
experience has convinced us that 
Comate is without equal in overcom- 
ing many conditions of the hair and 
scalp. We have, therefore, come to a 
decision — unprecedented, so far as 
we know, in this business—of taking 
all the risk ourselves. 


YOU TAKE NO RISK — YOU GET DOUBLE 
YOUR MONEY BACK! 


We believe the Comate Hair and 
Scalp Formula is the greatest aid in 
treating the hair and scalp that has 
ever been offered to those interested 


© COMATE LABORATORIES INC. 


HERE IS YOUR GUARANTEE 
ESE MEMES 


HERES PROOF... 


ng New 
scovery 
Called Comate May Help You 


in avoiding baldness. We can and do 
promise that after 30 days’ trial you 
must enjoy thicker-stronger- 
healthier-looking hair again—or we 
guarantee to refund not only the 
price you pay—but DOUBLE YOUR 
MONEY BACK! 

You know, we could not make this 
offer unless Comate is all we say it is! 

You want the finest growth of 
hair, the cleanest, the clearest and 
healthiest scalp. That is your birth- 
right. Read the unsolicited testimo- 
nials, study your Insurance Policy 
and Guarantee. We take all the risk. 
You have the protection of— 
DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK- 
unless delighted. 


ACT NOW BEFORE IT’S TOO LATE 


Nothing — not even Comate — can 
grow hair from dead follicles. So act 
now while there is still a chance to 
have thicker-stronger-healthier- 
looking hair again. Later may be too 
late! The price for a full 30 days’ 
supply is only $5.00 (Fed. tax inel. ) 
—less than the cost of a pack of 
cigarettes a day. Isn’t your hair 
worth the best? 
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RUSH THIS NO-RISK COUPON NOW! 


Comate Laboratories Inc., 366 Madison Ave., Dept. 1-BD New York 


Please rush my bottle (30 days’ supply) of Comate hair and scalp formula in plain 


Policy of Insurance 


Comate is warranted to be made of U.S.P. standard ingredients, scien- 
tifically and accurately compounded. You, the user, must be beneficiary of 
generally improved condition of hair and scalp—or we guarantee to refund 
DOUBLE YOUR MONEY upon return of bottle and unused portion. 

Address 


SIGNED: Gomale Laboratories Ine. ei oe 2R 
APO. EPO, Canada Ob, 


V] DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
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wrapper. | must be completely satisfied or you GUARANTEE refund ot DOUBLE 
MY MONEY BACK upon return of bottle and unused portion ‘ 
Enclosed find $5.00 (Cash, Check, Money Order: Send postpaid. 
Send C.0.D. 1 will pay postman $5.00, plus postal charges. 
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John?” asked one. ' | SEX IGNORANCE 


“By Gott, no! I hope they Son Leads to Trouble 
keep me in jail. I would rather die.” 

As he was led back to his cell, he SEX KNOWLEDGE 
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ments believed he was innocent. MANY MEN ARE APT TO BLUNDER and then ac- 
their WIVES of “frigidity.” Dr. Evans shows HOW 
The last Mrs. Hoch repented of her to overcome this common condition. He tells husband 


squealing to the police and visited | and wife the secret of adjusting sexually to each other, 


i i i He reveals how to make Sexual Union A SOURCE 
him with consoling words. OF NEW POWER and inspiration that brightens and 
The execution was set for June | strengthens every phase of married life. 


23rd, but on the morning of the ute your sex power as Dr. 
j zvans shows, 
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lady advanced sufficient money to day, groplems with MORE 
i = than you ever 

make up the sum required to ap S REAMED wiet 

peal the case. She said she did not Take PRSA ot this 

know the prisoner, but wanted to | money-saving offer today! 
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Early in 1906, the appeals court 
decided against the prisoner. 
His death was fixed to take place 
between the hours of ten and two, (Part ot Contents) 
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York on a warrant charging biga- 
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after the drop fell in the county 
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mains of the man who had: been 
hanged. 
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YoU BE THE JUDGE! 
PRINT NAME E AD 
DRESS. ORDER WILL 
BE SENT Ist CLASS. 


Now Only 
SET SEND NO MONEY! $4.50 ACT TODAY! 


Send name and address, pay postman $4.50 plus postage! Send 
$4.50 with order and we pay postage. 


UNITED MEDICAL RESEARCH 
Box 428, Dept. U-13 Minneapolis 1, Minn. 


GEM FOTOS Box 375-K, Dayton, Ohio 
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WIN::$6000; 


Find the Path That Leads to 
the Buried Pirate Treasure 


$15,000 in CASH PRIZES-612 PRIZES in ALL 
and a 4-DOOR CHEVROLET SEDAN 


EXTRA PROMPTNESS PRIZE, BESIDES 


Here's a fascinating new contest, brought to you to 
advertise the Family Times Magazine! The puzzle 
below represents gold pieces left by pirates in their 
haste to leave after burying their treasure, The gold 
pieces pave the way to the treasure. Find the win 
ning path! Read the explanation below, telling how 
you may win as much as $6,000 in cash 


4-door Chevrolet Sedan promptness prize, too, 
2 BIG WAYS W 


, through your skill in puzzle 
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PROMPTNESS PRIZES 


If you submit a higher score than anyone else 
in your class, you will also win AN EXTRA 
PROMPTNESS PRIZE as follows. If regis 
tration 1s postmarked before midnight of Sep: 
tember 1, 1949, you receive $1,000 Cash anc 
new 4-Door Chevrolet Sedan, if postmarkec 
er September 1, 1949, but before midmgh 
of October 1. 1949. $750 Cash and the Chev 
rolet. if postmarked after October 1, 1949, but 
before midnight November 1, 1949. $500 Ca:n 
and the new Chevrolet, if postmarked after 
November 1, 1949, but before midnight Le 
cember 1, 1949, the Chevrolet. In case of tes, 
oficial rules apply So enter now. Your Final 
Official Treasure Path Puzzle solution may oe 
submitted as late as December 31, 1949, oro. 


viding it is postmarked before midnigh of 
that date Only one promptness awar to 
a contestant 


OFFICIAL RULE 
EASE READ CAREFULLY 


1. IMPORTANT! To qualify for prices in 
Class 1. send the Official Puzzle Registiation 
Form yn this announcement and $1 for + one 
year subscription to Family Times Magazine 
(first prize in this class $1,000 cash and 305 
other prizes) To qualify for prizes in Class 2 


send $3 lor a three year subscription to Family 
Times (frat prize in this class $5,000 cash and 
408 other prizes) To qualify” for prizes in 
Changes 1 and 2 Combined, send $4 for m four 
year subscription to Family Times (fist prize 
tn these combined classes $6.00 and 105 other 
prizes in each). Be sure your remittanee and 
the Ofcial Puzzie Registration Form m this 
ble. because the earlier you register, the higher 
the Promptness Prize for which you quahty 
2. You may compete in any clast or in both 
lassen combined, and once having entered 
may transfer your registration Lom any class 


tovany other higher class or classes by mulin 
the necessary extra remittance together with 
notice of change of Class to va before closing 
date of this palme 

3. Each clase of prizes wil! be judged sepa 
rately The eligible player in Class È submi 
ting a higher total than pay other in Clase 1 
wins First Poze in Clase 1 Second prize in 
Clans 1 will be awarded to player with next 


highest total in that Class, and so on until 306 
prizes have been awarded. Prizes in Class 
will be awarded in the same way 

4. If there is a tie for first prize in either class 
(as is likely, for this is a national contest), all 
players tying for this prize will be required to 
solve additional Treasure Path Puzzles similar 
to the one in this announcement, except that 
the square will be larger and contain more 
numbers, and the numbers will be arranged 
differentiy There will be five such puzzles to 
run off ties Each consecutive puzzle in this 
tie-run-off series will be larger and contain 
more numbers than the last, until there are no 
ties. However, should final ties remain after 
the fifth set of tie-run-off puzzles, each tied 
contestant will receive the fall amount of the 
prize for which he is still tied an his class 

In the event of tres for first prize on the first 
or succeeding puzzles, all lower prizes will be 
reserved until provision has been made for all 
players tying for first prize Tied players in 
the class where there are ties will be sent Tie 
Run-Off Puzzle No 1 The solutions to this 
puzzle will be judged first If this does not 
run off the ties, then the totals submitted by 
the remaining tied contestants to Puzzle No 2 
will be judged, and so on through Run-Of 
Puzzle No 5. The tied for prizes will be 
awarded in the order of eligible totals sub 
mitted. Should any prizes then remain, they 
will be awarded in order to the players rank 
mg highest in the puzzle immediately preced 
ing, until all prizes have been awarded. Ties 


for lower prizes will be run oll in the same 
way as bies for first prizes, There will be no 
additional puzzles at all unless there are ties 
for prizes in the Treasure Path Puzzle shown 


in this announcement 
The time allowed for solving tie run-off puz: 
zles will be at least 14 days after date mailed 
for the first Tre Run-Off Puzzles, 7 days after 
date mailed for the second Tie Run-Of Puz- 
zles, and 3 days each after date mailed for 
remaining puzzles if needed Tie Run Off 
Puzzles will be mailed on the same day in a 
locality near the ted contestants in that area 
h player's total must be marked on solu 
submitted in apace provided therefor No 
player will receive credit for a higher total 
than that claimed or than that earned, All 


solutions must follow instructions correctly 
Tied contestants will not be required to take 
additional subseriptions 


ving 


and a new 


PLEASURE AND PROFI 


This game will introduce you to Family Times, the magazine of 

fun, ‘You'll enjoy every issue packed full of 

features including additional games pay- 

in extra priges If you want extra money 

besides hours on hours of extra pleasure extra money for the 

many uses vital to happiness, winning a big cash prize will start 

you out right So act now no one ever knows the outcome in 
advance and you may be the happy winner! 


At the left is the fascinating Treasure Path Puzzle game Here's all 
you do to play this game, First, with a pencil, draw a line through 
36 of the numbers as shown in the example at the nght The pur 
pose is to make your line (which represents your Treasure Path) 
Include MORE BIG NUMBERS and FEWER SMALL NUM 
in that way, make the numbers in your path add up 
total than any other entry That's all, just so you 
h the following rules 
y start your line with any number and finish at any 
number, and your fine. when finished, must contain 36 numbers 
no more, no less 
2. Your path must be ONE CONTINUOUS LINE, without any 
breaks. You may turn as often as you desire, providing your line 
goes straight up or straight down, straight left or straight right 
Slanting or diagonal lines are not permitted, and your line must 
not cross or touch a number already in the line 
3. Your line MUST TURN as soon as it contains 4 numbers, be 
cause 4 numbers are all that are allowed in a straight hne. You 
may turn as soon as your line contains 3 numbers, but less than 
3 numbers ina straight line are not allowed. Follow this rule in 
drawing your path never let any straight line contain more than 
4 numbers or lesa than 3 numbers 


Some numbers appear in the square more than once. Your line 
allowed to go through equal numbers more than one time, pro 
viding your line is drawn according to the rules above 

5. STOP as soom as your line contains 36 numbers Add up the 
numbers in your completed path, and write down the total If the 
numbers in your path add up to a higher total than anyone else's 
path, YOU WIN FIRST PRIZE in your class! 

To show you how to draw your hne, we print (above at the right) 
a sample Treasure Path, We begin with number 80 at the top 
Notice how we drew our line cach straight line never contains more 


2 PRIZE CLASSES 
WIN A PRIZE IN EACH! 


CLASS No. 1 


5th Prize 
6th Prize SAM 

Tth to 306th Prizes, $5 each 
(380 Prizes of $5 oach) 


Bw 


CLASS No. 2 


35,000 
$2,000 
51,000 
$600 
$200 
5100 


(300 Prizes of $10 each) 


$17,800 
Grand total combined lists 
$15,000 In Cash 


Total 


Winning first prize in both ci 
winner $6,000 cash. Any cont 
enter in both ace details below 
HOW PROMPTNESS 
INS THE CHEVROLET 


tness in 
registering as a contest 
ant will enable us to 
know better in advance 
how to make adequate 
provision for quick judging You have 
Until the closing date to send in your 
Treasure Path Therefore, be sure to send 
an the Official Puzzle Registration Form in 
this announcement promptly in time to be 
chgible according to the official rules below. 


Here’s How You Solve This Puzzle! 
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REGISTER NOW — Send Solution Later 


The earlier you register, the higher the promptness 
prize you are eligible to win. So read the Registration 
Form and rules, and send in your registration now 


78 


than 4 numbers nor less than 3 numbers 


viding it comphes with the rules. 


Puzzle Blank and pri 
ing in your final Offic 
time you will 

of the greates 
PROMPTNESS AWARD 


Solution. 


UA 


5. This game may be played by any resident 
of the Continental United States. excepting 
pubhshers and employees of Family Times 
Magazine and their immediate families Your 


entry must be your own work, and only one 
entry will be accepted from each family 
6. Family Times reserves the night to re 


players to sign affidavits regarding thor work 
in this game, if necessary 

7. Each player's solution must be submitted 
on a Final Official Treasure Path Puzzle Blank 
except in the case of players entering after 
December 1, 1949. Players entering after De 
cember 1. 1949, will not be sent a Final OM 
cial Treasure Path Puzzle Blank and practice 
forms, but must use the puzzle in this an 
nouncement, and cach must state the final 
total in the space provided for that purpose 
h player registering before midnight of 
December 1, 1949, will be sent a Final Official 
Treasure Path Puzzle Blank and practice 


puzzles 
8. Every player agrees to abide by all the 
rules and to accept the judges decisions on 


any and all matters as final Neatness docs 
not count. Family Times cannot accept re 
sponsibility for delivery of mail, Megibilitv of 
entries, legibility or absence of complete ad 
dresses Give your permanent home address 
only If permanent address is changed, please 
notify Family Times at once, giving new address 
9. Any player who enters more than one class 
may win a prize in more than one class. Each 
player may submit only one solution, and 
bnce submitted, this may not be changed 

10. Family Times cannot answer letters about 
any detail of this contest, as some players can 
not be given special consideration not ex 
tended to all players Winning totals in each 
class will be published in the earliest possible 
ue of Family Times Magazine after judging 
ompleted Winners will be notified by tele 
graph. to give quickest possible notice 


11. Immediately upon receipt of your regis 
tration, your subscription will be entered You 
wall receive Family Times monthly with full 


details of progreas of the game 
12. All Registrations and Final Official Treas 
ure Path Puzzle Solutions must be postmarked 
before midnight, December 31. 1949. Players 
entering after December 1, 1949, must mail 
puzzle i this announcement, with their regis 
tration. before midmight, December 31, 1999 


Your path can start with 
any number, anywhere in the puzzle, and go in any direction, pro: 
Our total adds up to 1933 points 
See how much higher your total can reach Try starting with dif 
ferent numbers and following different paths 

your registration, we will mail you your Final Official Treasure Path 
puzzles, s0 you can practice before send 
The sooner you write, the more 
to work for the winning xcore But right now, it's 
importance that you quahfy for the CHEVROLET 
so send the Official Puzzle Registra: 

tion Form below in this announcement at once 


Path Answer later right up to the last day 


As soon as we receive 


your Registration 


being late, but send your registration now 
you think of it 


OFFICIAL PUZZLE REGISTRATION FORM 


To FAMILY TIMES MAGAZINE, Dept /00N 
1115 18th Street N 
Washington 6, D C 


1 enclose herewith $ ‘over my subscription to Family Times 
Magazine Enter me in your game You will send me a Final Official 
Treasure Path Puzzle Blank on receipt of this registration I am also 
checking below the prize group (or groups) I am entering 


Enter me in Prize Class No 1. First Prize $1.000 
T enclose a subscription of $1 (1 year) 


Enter me in Prize Class No 2. First Prize $5,000 
L enclose a subscription of $3 (3 years) 


Enter me in both prize classes, Classes 1 and 2 combined 
Tenclose a subscription of $4 (4 years) 


IMPORTANT: You may enter in either one or two classes, or both 
Classes combined depending on the amount of subscription taken 
Here's how you may qualify for the different prize classes 


Class No 1 $1,000 1st Prize, $1 Subscription 
Class No 2 $5,000 1st Prize. $3 Subscription 
Classes 1 & 2 $6,000 Combined Ist Prizes, $4 Subscription 


You agree to send me a Final Official Treasure Path Puzzle Blank 
according to the rules, on which I can send in my Treasure Path solu 
thon later, prior to closing time of this game 


NAME 
(please print or type) 

ADDRESS. 

CITY ZONE 

STATE 

Your Final Official Puzzle and practice puzzles will be sent soon as 

possible. Please allow 2 to 3 weeks time, depending on where you 

Ive. Complete list of prize winners will be published in Family Times 


Magazine when judging 15 finished 


30 you'll be eligible for the highest possible prompt- 
ness prize. You can send your Final Official Treasure 
This 

gives you extra time to improve your total (we fur 
nish extra practice puzzles Free when we acknowledge 
the practice puzzles come to you 
with your Final Official Treasure Path Puzzle Blank). 
So, it's just good foresight not to take chances on 
while 
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SMITH, President 
Radio inethewte, 


| TRAINED THESE MEN 


“N. R. I. helped 
qualify me for 
f position as Radio 


Mechanic with 

APR United Airlines. 
Have my Radiotelephone 
LM, 


2nd Class License. 
Hauger, San Bruno, Calif 


~ 


ai 


“Work only spare 
time at Radio and 
average about $40 
a month, Knew 
nothing about 


Radio before enrolling with 
NER: Te: 


muel T. 


Clair, Pa 


De- 


i “I am operating a 

Radio Sales and 

= A Service business. 

de, EM and 
Television 


offing, we hav 
profitable future 
Patrick, Tampa, Florida. 


TELEVISION 


=! 
TRAIN 


Want a good-pay job in the fast grow- 
ing RADIO-TELEVISION Industry? 
Want a money-making Radio-Televi- 
sion shop of your own? Here’ 
opportunity. I’ve trained hundreds 
men to be successful Technician 
M WITH NO PREVIOUS E 
RIENCE. My tested and proved train- 
at-home method makes learning easy. 
You learn Radic ion principles 
from illustrated lessons. You get prac 
tical experience building, experiment- 
ing with MANY KITS OF PARTS 
I send. All equipment yours to keep. 


MAKE EXTRA MONEY 
IN SPARE TIME 


The day you enroll, I start sending 
SPECIAL BOOKLETS that show you 
$10 a week or more 
XTRA MONEY fixing neighbors’ 
Radios in spare time while le -ai 
From here, it’s a short ster 

own shop or a good-pay na 
vision servicing job. Ov ha. 
Radio-Television wperr*o1 
nician. The nun.ber o1 stadio Static 
has nearly tripled in the last few ye 
—and within three 5 > aynerts p 
dict there wil! be 1000°Television s 
tions on the air. 
ments in FM, Two Way Radio, F 
Marine, Aviat n. Mier 
Radio! Think what this means! 


lev 


Gig THISTTRAINING 
WITHOUT COST 


opie BILL 


YOU AT HOME FOR 
GOOD PAY -SUCCESS |. 
A BRIGHT FUTURE 


j in Americas Fastest-Growing Industry 


Laen ade devel - 


New 
jobs, more jobs, good pay for qualified 


BY PRACTICING AT HOME 
IN SPARE TIME WITH 
THESE AND OTHER KITS 
Dal SEND YOU 


= 


men. The man who prepares now will 
reap rich rewards; 


MAIL COUPON FOR 


BOOKS FREE 
Act now! Send for my FREE 
DOUBLE OFFER. Coupon entitles 


GETTING AC- 
E 
you 


you to actual lesson, “ 
QUAINTED WITH RE 
SERVICING.” It shows 


VER 
that 


IN RADIO- 
C It tells» what my 
are doing and earning, how 


future. 


good pay, success, a bright 
Send coupon in envelope or p on 
penny postal. J.F SMITH,President 


Dept. OAUG oe 
National Radio 
Institute, Pioneer k 


Home Study Radio 
School, Washington 9, D. C. 


MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. OAU6 I 
National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C. [] 
Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-page Book about 
How to Win Success in Radio-Tdlevision—both FREE 
(No Salesman will call. Please write plainly.) 
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Age. | 
4, Address : 
City Zone State t 

C) Check if Veteran Approved inder G 
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PA 


